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CHAPTER 1 — ASHES

By the morning of May 21, 2021, I was already standing inside a memorial.

I had built it by hand in the months prior.

Behind the house, on a slope that caught the early light, I dug out a basin and lined it stone by stone. I shaped a waterfall, then another, then a third. I ran plumbing and wiring in parallel, hiding it beneath gravel that glowed faintly at night. I dyed the water a deep Caribbean blue, rich enough to look unreal, and embedded lights beneath the surface so the color could breathe. The fountains were the last touch, jets capable of shooting twenty-five feet into the air, synchronized to music, rising and falling in time like a miniature Bellagio, except this one wasn’t meant to impress anyone. It was meant to remember someone.

She had died at twenty-two.

Easter Sunday. COVID. No funeral. No gathering. No last chance to stand in a room with other people and say her name out loud. Grief, when it has nowhere to go, finds strange exits. Mine went into water and light and motion. Into something that could keep moving even when everything else had stopped.

I planted perennials behind it so there would always be color. Something alive, returning every year whether I was ready for it or not. I built a fire pit nearby and planned to add fire effects later, controlled, intentional, beautiful, so the whole space could perform: water, light, sound, flame. A place where absence could be shaped into something that didn’t feel like a hole.

Flash loved that spot.

The night before the fire, he wanted to come out with me while I sat by the fountains. He stood at the door, hopeful, ears alert, ready to take up his usual position beside me. I told him no. Just for that night.

"One more day, Buddy."

He needed to go to the vet the next day. Final round of vaccines. Late, later than it should’ve been, because time had already learned how to slip past me unnoticed. I’d had to restart his shots more than once after missing follow-ups. I hated that. I hated needles too, and maybe that made it worse. But we were finally one day away. One day from being done.

"One more day, Buddy."

Those were the last words I ever said to him.

That morning, I passed by him sleeping on my bed. He didn’t stir. I remember noticing that, how still he was, but not understanding it yet. I didn’t stop. I didn’t wake him. I told myself I’d feed him when I came back in.

He never got breakfast. Flash loved breakfast, almost as much as he loved me. Any other dog I would've said more than he loved me, but not Flash. He cared more for the atta boy than the treat. He died hungry; without breakfast.

I hate myself for that in a way that has no bottom.

Inside the house, I was working on an RC boat that belonged to Chris, the homeowner of my future residence in this story, though at the time he was just my friend, the guy who’d been there the night before. He had come over late, stayed until around two in the morning, then left. He later claimed he walked seven miles to the train station. I still don’t know how that’s true. Chris is the laziest person I know, not a slight, just fact at the time. For years afterward, when I lived at his house, he barely moved from the couch. YouTube ran constantly. Every time I passed through the room, he’d stop me to show me some video he’d found. The idea of him walking seven miles in the middle of the night never quite sat right with me.

And yet, somehow, I was up before dawn.

That, too, doesn’t sit quite right.

I was charging a lithium battery pack for the boat. A four-cell LiPo. I had it set on my desktop power supply: 14.8 volts, constant voltage mode, current limited to one amp. Slow, safe. I decided I wanted it to charge a little faster. Just a little. I reached over and turned the knob, barely.

That’s when I made the mistake I will never stop replaying.

The supply switched from CV to CC.

Constant current instead of constant voltage. It meant that when the battery filled, instead of the current tapering off, the supply would keep pushing amperage and drop the voltage instead. It’s a subtle thing if you’re not thinking about it. A fatal thing if you forget. Fourteen-point-eight volts at zero amps is nothing. Zero volts at two amps is everything wrong.

I noticed the mode change.

I remember seeing it.

I remember thinking it was confusing.

I remember deciding not to look it up right then.

"I’m right here," I told myself. "It’s fine."

That sentence has followed me everywhere since.

After a while, forty minutes, maybe, I remembered the hose.

I had been filling the pond. I’d left it running. This was not new behavior. I’d done this before with the hot tub I had in my living room. Flood the floor. Drain it by forgetting the pump. Refill it. Flood it again. First-world problems, sure, but also patterns. When I remembered, I jumped up immediately.

"Oh shit."

I ran outside just in time. The pond was full. I grabbed the hose and started watering the flowers behind the waterfall instead, enjoying the morning. It was sunny. Quiet. New York in May, when it still pretends to be gentle. I stood there spraying the flowers, listening to the water, thinking about nothing important.

Something told me to go inside.

I didn’t listen.

That’s when my mother appeared, yelling from the house.

"Matt, the whole first floor is filled with smoke."

I turned and saw it instantly. Gray, thick, rolling out where it shouldn’t be. And I knew. Before panic, before fear, before anything else.

The battery.

I dropped the hose and ran.

I hit the door with my shoulder. Hard. It gave way immediately. When it flew open, I expected embarrassment. Damage control. Smoke, sure, but manageable. Something I could put out, explain, live down.

Instead, I saw flames.

That’s when things stopped being linear.

I ran inside yelling Flash’s name, my voice already rough. I took the stairs two at a time toward the garage, toward the breaker box. I stumbled in the dark, lungs burning, heart racing, and when I reached the panel it hit me all at once.

The power was already out.

I’d wasted time.

I ran back into the hallway and collapsed at the top of the landing, flat on my back, trying to breathe. Smoke inhalation hits fast, like your body is being told something it doesn’t want to hear. I yelled for a flashlight. My mother brought one.

It did nothing.

In smoke, a flashlight is a lie. It doesn’t illuminate; it reflects. All it shows you is how much you can’t see.

I jumped up and ran back down the stairs.

Where is the fire extinguisher?

I thought I knew. I wasn’t certain enough to bet Flash’s life on it.

The only thing that mattered was getting him out.

I called his name again. Louder. Slapped the floor with my hand, the way I always did when I wanted him to come. I would do that again. And again. And again.

At the time, I didn’t know that less than thirty seconds earlier, he had been standing exactly where I was now, center frame on a camera I hadn’t yet recovered, looking into the doorway of the office. The last place he had seen me alive.

I didn’t know he was waiting for me.

I just knew he wasn’t answering.

I went back in.

Not once. Not twice. Four times.

Each time was the same ritual. Inhale clean air at the threshold. Hold it. Push forward until my lungs screamed. Call his name. Slap the floor. Feel the heat thicken. Stumble back out to cough and retch and pull oxygen into a body that didn’t want to cooperate anymore.

"Flash!"

Nothing.

The house had already changed character. Fire has phases. At first it behaves like an accident, localized, specific, something you can negotiate with. Then it decides you are not part of the equation. The smoke lowered itself like a ceiling. The air tasted wrong, oily and bitter, the kind that coats the inside of your mouth and refuses to leave.

I remember thinking about doors.

I remember opening them.

I remember not closing them.

I shouldered through the house and slid open the glass door to the backyard, thinking, if they can run, if they can see daylight, they’ll go. I left it wide open. I left windows open too. Six of them, at least. I told myself I was creating escape routes.

What I was really doing was feeding the fire.

Backdraft is a word you learn after the fact.

The office door crossed my mind. I thought about closing it. I even reached for it. But Kiki loved that room. She slept in there sometimes. Curled up where it was quiet. The baby gate was usually up, but she could clear it if she wanted to. I didn’t want to trap her inside by sealing the door.

So I left it open.

Every decision felt reasonable at the time. Every one of them would later replay in my head like evidence.

I made it to the hallway again and went down hard, back on the floor, trying to get air. My mother was there. Her face was panic stripped of all pretense. She was shouting things I couldn’t process. I asked for the flashlight again even though I already knew it wouldn’t help. I needed something to do that wasn’t giving up.

When I stood, my legs shook.

I went back in.

This time I made it only a few steps before the smoke pushed me out again. My vision tunneled. My ears rang. I stumbled into the yard and dropped to my knees. I remember thinking, very calmly, this is how people pass out and don’t wake up.

That’s when I told myself to work the problem.

I grabbed the hose again. Dragged it up the hill. Sprayed the doorway I’d first burst through. I wasn’t trying to put the fire out. I was trying to give myself a way back in. Cool the threshold. Buy seconds. Create a margin.

For the first time since the door flew open, my thinking slowed.

That’s when the neighbor came out.

He was a former cop. Rotund. Loud. The kind of man who liked to be heard more than he liked to be useful. He stood there watching me spray the doorway and said, with the confidence of someone narrating a documentary no one asked for:

"Your house is on fire."

I stared at him.

"My dog is inside," I said.

He repeated himself, slower this time, as if volume were the issue.

"The house is on fire."

"My fucking dog is inside," I said, louder.

He paused, then said, "The fire department’s here."

Hope surged through me so fast it made me dizzy. I dropped the hose and ran toward the front yard, ready to enlist anyone with gear and authority and oxygen to help me get Flash out.

There was no fire department.

No truck.

No siren.

No turnout gear.

Just one Suffolk County police officer.

The neighbor and the officer intercepted me as I turned back toward the house. I tried to get past them. I explained. I pleaded. I pointed. There was still time. I could feel it. The fire hadn’t fully taken the structure yet. There was still a chance.

They tackled me.

Not metaphorically. Physically.

Four times.

Each time I tried to break free and return to the doorway, they restrained me again. Hands on my arms. Weight on my shoulders. Commands barked like I was the problem that needed controlling.

I screamed about Flash. About my dog. About getting out of the way.

They didn’t move.

They didn’t help.

They just made sure I couldn’t either.

That was the moment I lost my last chance, the one where I was still thinking clearly enough to solve something instead of react to it.

I sat on the curb and watched the house turn into something unrecognizable.

Ash lifted into the air like snow. Pieces of my life collapsed inward, then outward. The sound wasn’t dramatic. It was a low, constant roar, like something breathing without lungs.

Twelve minutes passed before the fire department arrived.

An eternity.

Long enough for fire to decide the outcome on its own.

Long enough for everything inside to be decided without me.

I didn’t know yet about the video.

I didn’t know yet that the cameras on the house, solar-powered, LTE-connected, had caught the beginning. I wouldn’t get access to the footage until later, after the smoke, after the shock, after the power cut out at one hundred eighteen seconds.

When I finally saw it, I watched Flash come running.

The first sound, the battery cell rupturing, brought him out of sleep. He came into frame alert but calm, checking the room the way he always did. He paused. Decided it was nothing. Started to walk away.

Then the second cell burst.

He stopped.

Turned back.

Stared into the office.

The last place he had seen me.

Kiki came flying out then, vaulting the baby gate like it wasn’t even there. She ran straight into the back of the couch, then circled it and collapsed near the bed, dazed, confused, overwhelmed.

Flash followed her.

Checked on her once.

Then again.

Each time he returned to the center of the room afterward. Each time he looked into the office doorway. Waiting. Expectant. Certain I was there.

He looked up at the smoke as it thickened. Then back at the doorway. Then up again.

His body didn’t panic. His eyes did.

He stood there longer than feels possible to watch.

Finally, something in him shifted.

He lowered his head and walked toward Kiki, into the smoke, disappearing into a haze that swallowed the frame.

The power cut out.

That spot, dead center of the camera’s view, was where I would be lying on the floor seconds later, slapping the ground, calling his name, convinced he would come running if he could hear me.

I don’t know exactly what happened after that moment.

I never found anything definitive.

What I believe, what the evidence suggests but cannot prove, is that Flash led Kiki toward the garage. My mother had already run down the stairs once looking for me and left the door open. Flash knew that route. He spent nights in the garage with me while I worked on my car, keeping watch, keeping company. If there was another way out, he would have found it.

I also believe that when I ran up to the breaker box and then back down for the flashlight, I closed the garage door behind me without realizing it.

If that’s true, then I trapped him.

That thought has lived with me every day since.

I searched the ruins for two years. Dug through ash and soot looking for proof, any proof, of where he ended up. I found nothing. No collar. No remains. Nothing that could confirm or deny the worst version of the story.

The garage was the last part of the house to partially stand. It was at the opposite end from where the fire started. If there was anywhere they could have survived the longest, it was there.

I will never know.

What I do know is this: the baby gate was down when I was finally pulled away from the house. It hadn’t been when I first ran in. Something moved it.

And in the video, Flash never once looked toward the backyard, toward the open doors, the open windows, the place where I actually was. Dogs can smell their people from miles away. He could have known I was outside.

Instead, he kept returning to the office doorway.

The place where I’d fallen asleep hours earlier.

The place he believed I would emerge from.

I don’t know how to live with that certainty and that uncertainty at the same time. I only know that both are true.

Fourteen days later, the town installed a fire hydrant on my block.

Two years earlier, two other houses on the same hill had burned down. In one of those fires, a man died. The fire departments, both of them, within a quarter mile, had already determined that the hydrants downhill couldn’t supply enough pressure to fight a fire up here. The town knew. Plans were made.

Nothing was done.

Not until my house burned.

Not until my life burned with it.

Fourteen days after the fact, the solution appeared, clean, official, too late to matter.

I sat there on the curb, ash settling on my clothes, and understood something that would take years to fully articulate.

Loss doesn’t end when the fire goes out.

Sometimes it just changes shape.

Part II



They didn’t let me search right away.

Insurance never does.

For two weeks, they watched me instead.

I slept in a tent on the front lawn of what used to be my house. Not out of symbolism, out of stubborn proximity. I wasn’t leaving. Whatever answers existed were still there, buried in ash and collapsed memory, and I wasn’t going to let them be taken from me quietly.

Across the street was a foreclosed house. Empty. Dead. And alive with lenses.

I could see them in the windows if I looked carefully enough. Dark circles catching light at the wrong angles. Cameras. Multiple. Fixed on the ruins. Fixed on me. Documenting every step, every movement, every hour I spent combing through what remained of my life, as if grief itself were a claim-adjuster violation.

I didn’t know the garage theory yet.

But my body did.

From the first day they finally allowed me into the rubble, under supervision, of course, with the ever-present threat that anything I did might "invalidate the claim", I kept drifting toward the garage. Maybe because it was the only structure that hadn’t fully pancaked. Maybe because it was the only place that still felt like me. Nights spent working on the car. Flash lying nearby. Familiarity pulling me like gravity.

The first time I tried to search the living quarters, right where I had been slapping the floor, right where Flash should have come running to me, I found something that knocked the breath out of my chest.

An intact VHS tape.

Homeward Bound.

Unburned enough to recognize. The irony wasn’t subtle. It was cruel. I sat there in the rubble and cried harder than I had since the smoke. Part of me wanted to believe it was a sign. That somehow, against physics and probability and common sense, he had made it out. That maybe the universe was winking at me in the middle of a nightmare.

Hope is a reflex. It fires even when you don’t ask it to.

Then the engineer part of my brain came back online.

If you’re looking for remains, human or animal, you don’t look for bones first. You look for insects. Flies. Maggots. Biology doesn’t care about denial.

The only place I found any early on was the garage.

Near where the refrigerator from the third floor apartment had fallen. It had crashed down on top of the car I loved, a 2007 Chevy HHR. I’d spent countless nights working on that thing with Flash nearby, turning wrenches, talking to him like he understood every word. I was turning it into something special. The coolest Uber on the road. A mobile set for skits. Friday and Saturday night rides with the bar crowd, cameras rolling, bits unfolding naturally.

That car wasn’t just a car. It was part of a larger plan.

The Matt and That Show. A Howard Stern–esque variety project, but built for virtual reality. A full 3D studio space. Immersive. Experimental. Timed perfectly for where the media was headed. I had spent five years building that studio, hardware, software, sets, without ever recording a single episode.

It burned before it could be used.

When I saw flies near the fridge, I told myself it made sense. Maybe there had been food in it. Maybe my mother had stored something upstairs. No one had lived on the third floor in a while, but memory is generous when it wants to protect you.

Years later, I asked my mother’s boyfriend about that fridge.

Before he answered, my mother locked eyes with him. Hard. Gave him the look. Tried to kick him under the table.

He said the fridge had been empty.

Nothing inside.

My mother already knew where that line of questioning led. She remembered the day of the fire. She remembered me saying, through sobs and rage and sincerity, that if I ever found out Flash had been trapped in the garage and I hadn’t opened the door, I would kill myself.

That wasn’t hyperbole. That was a statement of fact, delivered by a man standing on the edge of something he didn’t trust himself to look down into.

About eighteen months into the search, I found something else.

In the corner of the garage, there was a liquid. Dark. Thick. Wrong. It pooled in a way that didn’t belong to water or oil or runoff. And the smell,

You don’t need prior experience to know what death smells like. Your body recognizes it instantly. Ancient software kicks in.

I dug.

What came up defied easy explanation. Items fused together. Material that looked like bone. White fibers that at first I told myself were roofing fiberglass, except some of it wasn’t. Some was too soft. Too patterned. Burned, not melted. I tried to test that belief the way engineers do, recreating conditions, burning similar materials. Some matched. Some didn’t.

I couldn’t empirically prove anything.

But the story began to cohere.

The video.

The garage route.

The door I might have closed.

The flies.

The smell.

The material.

That’s when the garage last stand theory took shape, not as fantasy, but as the most plausible reconstruction left standing when every other explanation collapsed.

And then there was the cop.

The same one who had tackled me.

The same one who never crossed the threshold.

The same one who spent the day grandstanding instead of helping.

While I was searching the rubble the morning of the fire, still hoping, irrationally, impossibly, that Flash might come wandering back, soot-covered but alive, he came over shouting:

"They found your dog! They found your dog!"

Hope ignited again. Against my will.

I sprinted. Full speed. Toward the officer.

Behind me, he added, casually, almost cheerfully:

"Oh, but he’s dead."

I collapsed mid-run. Face-first. Like someone cut my legs out from under me. I hit the ground hard enough to split skin. Blood mixed with ash. Tears mixed with both.

I looked up at him from eighteen inches away, my face wrecked, my chest burning, my hands shaking, and said:

"Why would you say it like that?"

He said nothing.

I repeated it.

"Why would you say it like that?"

He shrugged.

Turned away.

I said, "If I reach for it, will you shoot me?"

I meant his gun.

He made a dismissive sound. Pfft.

And walked away.

I remember thinking, very clearly, in that exact moment:

This is how comic book villains are made.

Not by tragedy alone, but by cruelty layered on top of it. By someone choosing to be small and callous when they have absolute power over a person at their breaking point.

I Wanted to Become a Monster Again That Day.

I didn’t.

Instead, I remembered EVERYTHING.

And that, it turns out, was far more dangerous.




CHAPTER 2 — RECONSTRUCTION

Rebuilding doesn’t look like movies make it look.

There is no montage. No swelling music. No clean sequence of effort followed by payoff. No moment where you stand back, wipe your brow, and realize you’ve crossed from before to after.

Rebuilding looks like scavenging your own life back piece by piece and never being certain which pieces are load-bearing.

In the weeks after the fire, everything I owned existed in two categories: gone and provisional. Even the things that survived felt temporary, like the universe had loaned them to me with a short return window and vague terms.

Clothes came from friends’ closets. Tools were borrowed. Shoes were never quite right. I learned to live without the reflex of reaching for things that used to be there, keys, chargers, notebooks, hard drives, objects so familiar your body expects them without conscious thought. That reflex doesn’t disappear all at once. It fades through embarrassment. Through asking. Through learning how often "of course" eventually turns into silence.

I stayed with friends. Then other friends. Then friends of friends. Each move was framed as just for a little while, a phrase that quietly dissolves into months if you don’t look at it too closely. I learned how to exist lightly in other people’s spaces. How to pack everything I owned into fewer and fewer bags. How to sense when hospitality was nearing its expiration date without anyone having to say it.

But I didn’t stop building.

I couldn’t.

Stopping would have meant letting the fire finish the job.

Crypto was different after 2021. Ethereum was marching toward proof-of-stake. Mining margins collapsed. The easy money evaporated. The market grew quieter, sharper, less forgiving. But discipline doesn’t disappear just because the reward structure changes. I traded. I reallocated. I took risks that only make sense if you’ve already watched everything burn once and survived it.

Some of those bets worked. Some didn’t.

When FTX collapsed, it took a chunk of what I had rebuilt with it. Half my investment vanished overnight. Screens went red. Accounts froze. Twitter filled with autopsies and hindsight. I stared at the numbers, felt the familiar hollow sensation in my chest, and waited for panic that never fully arrived.

Compared to fire, numbers disappearing on a screen felt survivable.

Physical things mattered more now.

I bought a boat, a 1990 Larson San Marino, twenty-five feet of fiberglass and possibility. It wasn’t flashy, but it was solid. I named it "The Seaward" which lands when you say it out loud to yourself. I fixed it up piece by piece, learning its quirks, restoring what time and neglect had worn down. There was something deeply satisfying about bringing something neglected back into working order. It felt like proof that decay wasn’t irreversible.

Then vehicles. A silver 2004 Acura MDX. Dependable. Practical. It ran when I needed it to. A Hyundai Santa Fe that wasn’t pretty but would do its job without complaint if it had one. It was working but sidelined for some task or worthy person that would never come to fruition. Each one was a rung on a ladder I was rebuilding without seeing the top.

And eventually, the Corvette.

A 2015 white coupe. 11 thousand miles. Immaculate. Not a midlife crisis, an achievement marker. Something to be proud of and try to experience what fun felt like again. A reminder that I hadn’t disappeared into the margins of my own life. That I could still reach for something aspirational without being punished for it immediately.

I remember the first time I really looked at it after buying it, unable to resist looking back at it as I walked into a store; or driving it with my hands out the roof, thinking: I’m still here.

The RV came last.

Thirty-five feet. Big enough to be a real home. Not a toy. Not a weekend fantasy. A structure with systems, electrical, plumbing, storage, space to think. Something that could move with me instead of anchoring me to a place that had already proven it couldn’t keep me safe.

I registered it. Insured it. Took it off the road deliberately so I could rebuild it properly. I wasn’t in a rush. I wanted it done right. Wiring routed cleanly. Living space thought through. A home, a smart home teaming with me in its veins, not a compromise.

The plan was never to park it forever.

The plan was to leave. To find someplace new. Some place that spoke to me. Someplace that gave me a reason to stay and not just continue the escape.

New York had become a trap disguised as familiarity. Everything and everyone was there, but nothing worked. Bureaucracy moved faster than compassion. Authority moved faster than accountability. Staying felt like slowly consenting to erosion. An impossible mission to rebuild a sand castle at low tide, even if I succeeded it’d still be washed away only a short while later by an unforgiving ocean of whale shit.

By early 2024, the exit was finally in sight.

My ex, Jesse and I were counting days. Her place, shared with her brother and mother, was temporary. New owners were coming. The deadline was real. We planned to finish moving out by the end of May staying in town just long enough to memorialize the 3rd anniversary since the fire, May 21, 2024. May 22, 2024 the first day of a new path; a real plan finally cutting legitimate geometry into the meandering three year path that followed the fire. It was idealistic, a dream to change the constant framing of life from the anchor perspective pre/post fire to pre/post our escape from New York. Cleanly at the end of May lies my birthday, June 1st.

A clean line. Symbolic in the way humans pretend lines are clean even when they aren’t. Summer was coming. The road was waiting. Two people and a motorhome pointed west. Not running away, moving toward.

For the first time since the fire, the future felt dimensional again.

The RV sat in a driveway in Huntington Station, on private property, exactly where it was allowed to be. Not hidden. Not sneaking. Not ambiguous. Fully insured. Fully registered. Documented. Measured. Proven.

That mattered to me.

Because somewhere along the way, I’d learned something essential:

You don’t fight authority with vibes.

You fight it with paper.

The house belonged to my friend Chris. The history of that driveway went back years, long before I ever owned an RV. His stepfather, Joseph, was an architect. When he redesigned the property, he didn’t guess. He planned.

On the blueprint, submitted, reviewed, approved by the Town of Huntington, there was a rectangle drawn in the driveway. Clear. Proportional. Intentional.

Inside it, a single word:

TRAILER

The law was simple. No RV or trailer could be stored more than fifteen feet beyond the front line of the dwelling. Joseph measured it precisely. The rectangle sat fourteen feet, ten inches beyond that line at its furthest point.

Not by accident.

Years earlier, when the town tried to deny an apartment permit renewal citing the trailer as a violation, Joseph didn’t argue emotionally. He brought the plans. The measurements. The statute itself. He pointed to the rectangle.

The town reversed itself.

The permit was issued.

Then renewed.

Then renewed again.

Year after year.

By the time my RV was there, this wasn’t a gray area. It was precedent. Documented. Repeated. Settled.

I personally wrote the check for the renewal more than once.

So when I moved the RV there, after being chased out of another driveway by code enforcement harassment, I did it deliberately. Not arrogantly. Deliberately. Because I knew the record. I knew the law. I knew the measurements.

I thought that would be enough.

It wasn’t.

Because reconstruction, it turns out, isn’t just about building things back.

Sometimes it’s about learning how much of the system exists not to enforce rules, but to test how far you’ll bend before you break.

And I was about to find out exactly how much pressure they were willing to apply.

Reconstruction also has a sound.

It’s quieter than fire. No roar. No spectacle. Just the steady scrape of effort against resistance. The sound of boxes dragged across unfamiliar floors. The click of locks that aren’t yours. The low hum of anxiety that never fully powers down because you don’t know how long any given stability is going to last.

After the fire, I stopped believing in temporary the way other people use the word. Temporary implies an end date. What I had was conditional, as long as nothing goes wrong, which is the most dangerous clause in modern life.

I learned to read rooms differently.

Not emotionally, logistically.

Where can I put my things without being in the way?

How loud is too loud?

How long before someone notices I’m still here?

You don’t ask those questions out loud. You answer them with posture. With timing. With restraint.

And still, I kept building.

The discipline that survived the fire surprised me. I expected to lose it. Trauma is supposed to shatter momentum. Instead, it stripped momentum down to its frame. No more aesthetics. No more wishful thinking. Just function.

Crypto became less about upside and more about autonomy. About staying liquid enough to move when movement mattered. About keeping optionality alive. When Ethereum mining ended, I didn’t mourn it, I adapted. I’d already watched an entire physical world evaporate. Hashrate curves weren’t going to break me.

FTX hurt, but it hurt cleanly. Numbers vanished, not memories. No smoke. No animals. No screaming neighbors or hands on my shoulders dragging me away from something I loved. Loss with edges is survivable.

The boat mattered more than people would understand.

It wasn’t escapism, it was systems. Engines. Hull integrity. Electrical troubleshooting. Things that obey physics. Things that fail predictably if you ignore them and work reliably if you don’t. There was comfort in that. Boats don’t gaslight you. They don’t pretend they’re fine while quietly eroding your foundation.

The Larson, it felt like a proof-of-concept: restoration is real.

The cars followed the same logic. Transportation is freedom in its most literal form. Each vehicle wasn’t about status, it was about reducing the number of ways I could be stranded. The MDX was safety. The Santa Fe was backup utility. The Corvette, despite what anyone might assume, was defiance.

It said: I am not done yet.

And then there was the RV.

The RV was different.

It wasn’t transportation. It was intent.

Thirty-five feet is not subtle. You don’t accidentally own something that large. You commit to it. You plan around it. You build systems inside it because systems are how you survive when institutions fail.

I took it off the road on purpose. Not because it couldn’t move, but because I didn’t want to rush it. I rewired sections carefully. Thought through storage. Power. Living flow. I wasn’t building a vanlife Instagram fantasy. I was building a fallback state.

A home that could leave.

That mattered more than I realized at the time.

By early 2024, everything was converging. My ex and I were aligned in that fragile, rare way where plans felt mutual instead of negotiated. June 1st wasn’t just a move-out date, it was a launch window. Westward wasn’t metaphorical. It was literal. Highways. Time zones. New ground.

For the first time since the fire, the future had promise. Promise and geometry.

And that’s why the driveway mattered so much.

The RV wasn’t hidden. It wasn’t squeezed in sideways. It wasn’t an act of defiance. It was placed exactly where the law said it could be placed, because the law had already been tested there.

That rectangle on the blueprint wasn’t just ink. It was history. It was proof that someone before me had fought this exact fight and won it with measurements instead of emotion. Fourteen feet, ten inches. A margin of two inches carved out of municipal overreach by an architect who understood that governments don’t respect people, they respect diagrams.

That rectangle had survived inspections. Complaints. Renewals. It had been acknowledged, accepted, and reaffirmed year after year. It wasn’t theoretical. It was settled.

I knew that.

Which is why the first knock didn’t feel real.

Code enforcement had already chased me once, from another driveway where I was also legally parked. That hadn’t been about compliance, it had been about persistence. About seeing how many times they could make me move before I stopped pushing back.

So when the RV sat in Chris’s driveway, on private property, inside a pre-approved footprint, I assumed, wrongly, that this was where the harassment would stop.

Because there are moments in life where you believe documentation is armor.

Where you believe precedent is protection.

Where you believe that if you’ve done everything right, the system will eventually notice.

That belief was about to cost me more than the fire ever did.




CHAPTER 3 — THE WRECKTANGLE

Part I

Before there were officers, notices, threats, or thefts, there was an object.

Not a vehicle.

Not a home.

Not even a rule.

An object.

A shape.

A rectangle.

It existed long before it mattered, which is how most disasters begin. Quietly. Bureaucratically. Filed and forgotten. A thing created for a reason so mundane no one thought to fear it.

The rectangle lived on paper.

Architectural paper, heavy stock, slightly yellowed at the edges, the kind that smells faintly like dust and authority. It was drawn years earlier by a licensed architect who lived in the house at the time, a man who knew exactly how the Town of Huntington liked its lines: straight, measured, labeled, boring.

The rectangle wasn’t artistic. It wasn’t clever. It wasn’t hiding anything.

It was placed deliberately in the driveway, reaching just past the front line of the dwelling by fourteen feet, ten inches, and labeled in block letters so unambiguous they bordered on insulting:

TRAILER

That was it.

No flourish.

No footnote.

No apology.

Just TRAILER, sitting there like it had every right to be.

Because it did.

When the plans were first submitted, the town balked. Not about the rectangle specifically, but about everything. As towns do. Permits stalled. Questions were asked that weren’t really questions. Suggestions were made that weren’t really suggestions.

The architect responded the way architects do when they know they’re right.

He came in with the plans, the statute, and a tape measure.

Fifteen feet, the code said. No trailer could extend more than fifteen feet beyond the front line of the dwelling.

The rectangle extended exactly fourteen feet, ten inches.

Measured from the correct line.

Using the town’s definition.

With margin to spare.

The town tried to argue anyway; because, of course they did. That’s reflex, not reasoning.

The architect walked them through it slowly, patiently, the way you explain gravity to someone insisting they can float if they try hard enough.

Eventually, there was nothing left to say.

Permits were issued.

Years passed.

Permits were renewed.

Then renewed again.

The rectangle survived multiple administrations, multiple inspectors, multiple opportunities for someone to notice it and object. It never moved. It never changed. It never needed to.

It was boring.

Which is the highest compliment you can give a legal object.

By the time I ever saw it, the rectangle already had a history. It had precedent. It had beaten the town before. Quietly. Cleanly. Without drama.

It mattered, even considering I wouldn’t learn of its existence until years after its inception. It existed and it mattered.

When I bought the RV, I didn’t buy it because of the rectangle. I bought it because I was rebuilding my life in pieces, and mobility felt like oxygen. The rectangle was just… there. A pre-existing condition. A solved problem.

I remember looking at the plans for the first time. After the RV came into my life and feeling something close to relief at the sight of it.

Oh. That’s covered.

That’s the feeling the rectangle gave you.

Covered.

It didn’t promise safety. It didn’t promise peace. It promised something far rarer:

Clarity.

If you did exactly what the drawing and the law said, no more, no less, you were compliant. Not interpretively compliant. Not spiritually compliant. Actually compliant.

The RV fit inside the rectangle the way a key fits a lock. Not squeezed. Not fudged. Not angled to cheat an inch. Square. Clean. Exact.

Fourteen feet, ten inches beyond the front line of the dwelling, twenty feet, two inches behind it.

I measured it myself. More than once. With different tapes. On different days. In different moods. Because when you’ve already lost everything once, you don’t trust relief without verification.

Every time, the numbers came back the same.

The rectangle didn’t care how anxious I was.

It didn’t care what I’d been through.

It didn’t care who I was.

It cared about inches.

That’s why I trusted it.

I trusted it the way you trust gravity. The way you trust a lock. The way a rule is trusted; a rule that doesn’t need interpretation to work.

At first, the rectangle was a comedy fodder. A fun joke.

When friends came by, I’d point it out on the plans, half-proud, half-amused.

"See that? That’s the trailer box. That’s why this works."

They’d nod politely, not really understanding what I was talking about or why a drawing mattered so much. It looked like overkill. It looked like paranoia. It looked like math. It looked like something you’d never actually need to defend; or want to understand.

That’s the thing about preparation.

It always looks excessive right up until the moment it becomes the only thing between you and disaster.

When the RV sat there, clean, rebuilt, intentional, it didn’t feel defiant. It felt settled. Like something that belonged exactly where it was.

The rectangle wasn’t a weapon yet.

It wasn’t even a shield.

It was background.

A solved equation.

A blue inked footnote.

Humble geometry on an architectural drawing.

Peacefully humming beneath everything else.

I had no idea that, to the wrong people, that kind of quiet certainty doesn’t read as compliance.

It reads as challenge.

And challenges demand a response.

Part II — The First Signal

The first sign that something was wrong did not come with a knock on the door.

That matters.

There was no uniform on the driveway. No clipboard. No introduction. No conversation. No opportunity to clarify, explain, or resolve.

It came sideways.

Indirect.

Like all cowardly things do.

Daniel Agiesta, the aggressively short, inward-kneed goblin of borrowed authority. Bald with the unmistakable shine of a lifelong inferiority complex. A sniveling little weasel wrapped in municipal letterhead. The ex Huntington code enforcement agent is not a man so much as a malfeasance. He moves through his whole world sideways, avoiding direct contact the way parasites avoid light, mistaking harassment for duty, volume for color of law. His confidence always arrives before his comprehension, his face never quite agrees with itself, and his power exists entirely on loan, sustained only by the hope that no one calls his bluff. He doesn’t knock, he punches. He doesn’t explain, he threatens. A jittery, creatine-perfumed miniature tyrant, barking orders with the delusion of grandeur common to men whose authority ends the moment anyone says "show me where it says that."

Daniel Agiesta, Huntington Code Enforcement, did not call the homeowner first. He did not call me. He did not send a letter. He did not leave a notice. He did not identify himself in person.



He called my mother.

She did not live there.

She had never lived there.

She had no ownership interest in the property.

She had no authority over the vehicles.

She was not involved.

He threatened to tow everything in the driveway.

The RV.

The boat.

The Corvette.

Anything he could point at.

When my mother called me, she was shaken. Not confused, shaken. The tone of the call wasn’t informational. It wasn’t procedural. It was threatening. Urgent. Designed to alarm.

No one goes through someone’s mother unless they’re either incompetent or intentional.

I told her to calm down. I told her there had to be a mistake. No one was towing anything without authority, notice, or cause. The law didn’t allow it. The plans were approved. The rectangle existed. Precedent existed.

For once, I was right.

Briefly.

Nothing happened that day.

And that’s important too.

Because if this were about a violation, something would have followed immediately. A notice. A ticket. A paper trail. Enforcement requires documentation the way fire requires oxygen. The way Daniel requires preworkout mix in his coffee.

Instead, there was silence.

A pause.

A recalculation.

At the time, I didn’t understand what the call represented. I treated it like an error, a misfire. A bad employee reaching outside his lane. Something that would self-correct once real facts entered the picture.

I was still operating under the assumption that this system was fundamentally procedural.

That assumption would not survive the next encounter.



Part III — The Visit

A few days after the call, Daniel Agiesta showed up in person.

Not announced.

Not scheduled.

Not invited.

He didn’t knock. Not the way people knock when they intend to speak to another human being. He lingered instead, knees bent backward toward the street, near the edge of the driveway, close enough to be seen, far enough to feel deliberate. A posture that said I’m here whether you acknowledge me or not.

He wasn’t alone.

Another agent stood with him. Silent. Observant. A subordinate, a shadow, a presence whose role was less about participation than corroboration. They had clipboards. He nodded when Daniel spoke. They looked at the driveway the way people look at something they’ve already decided is a problem.

At the time, I didn’t know Daniel’s name. I only registered the type.

Broad shoulders. Tight jaw. Forward posture even when standing still. The uniform wasn’t worn so much as inhabited. Everything about him suggested he was used to rooms changing temperature and rosters when he entered them.

He didn’t introduce himself.

He gestured.

At the RV.

At the driveway.

At nothing in particular.

The conversation began already canted.

"What’s going on with this?" he asked, as if the RV had materialized overnight through sorcery rather than months of planning, renovation, and exact placement.

I explained.

Calmly. Casually. The way you do when you believe an explanation is enough.

I told him about the rectangle.

I pointed to the plans.

I mentioned the architect.

I mentioned approval.

I mentioned the measurements.

He listened as if hearing me speak was procedural.

Then he said the word.

"Violation."

Not possible violation.

Not we need to check.

Just, violation.

I remember pausing, not because I didn’t understand the word, but because I didn’t understand how we’d arrived at it.

"I don’t think that’s correct," I said.

Tone matters here.

I wasn’t defensive. I wasn’t combative. I wasn’t even annoyed yet. I was still operating under the assumption that this was a misunderstanding and that misunderstandings dissolve under light.

He didn’t like that.

He shifted his weight. I thought his knee would snap from the inversion. He crossed his arms. Looked past me, toward the house, as if he were searching for someone else. A parent. An owner. Someone he could talk around instead of to.

That’s when it clicked.

"You’re the one who called my mother," I said.

The sentence landed differently than everything before it.

He didn’t deny it.

He didn’t even hesitate.

"Yes," he said.

I asked how he’d gotten her number.

"It was easy," he said.

That answer alone would’ve been enough. But what followed mattered more.

I asked why, if it was so easy, he hadn’t just contacted me directly.

He shrugged.

"It’s not that easy."

Two sentences.

Back to back.

Perfectly incompatible.

That was the moment the encounter changed shape.

Up until then, I’d been treating this like enforcement. A role. A job. A procedural exchange that had simply gone a little off-script.

That answer made it clear this wasn’t about difficulty.

It was about choice.

Part IV — The Slip

The questions continued, but they shifted.

Whose boat is this?

Whose Corvette is that?

Who owns what?

Ownership was already known. The tone wasn’t investigative, it was inventory. The kind of questioning you do when you’re assessing leverage, not compliance.

Then, during that same conversation, Daniel let something slip.

He mentioned having seen the RV before.

Not here.

Somewhere else.

Another driveway..

Juanita Street.

He said it casually. Like it was nothing. Like it was shared context I was supposed to already understand.

It wasn’t nothing.

It was everything.

Juanita Street was the previous driveway, the place I’d been paying rent until I was chased out by the leaderless, three-man crony enforcement quartet. A separate address. A separate set of circumstances that had already ended badly.

Enforcement doesn’t follow.

It responds.

What he’d just admitted, without meaning to, was continuity. Surveillance. Interest that carried across locations.

This wasn’t a new complaint.

It was a continuation.

That single sentence retroactively reframed the call to my mother. The indirect contact. The absence of paperwork. The lack of immediate enforcement.

This wasn’t about a violation.

It was about pursuit.

Part V — Paper

After that visit, we did exactly what the law says to do.

We documented.

Blueprints.

Statutes.

Aerial photographs.

Measurements.

Historical permits.

Renewal records.

Emails.

We organized it professionally. Binders. Tabs. Copies. The kind of evidence stack that embarrasses anyone acting in good faith.

We emailed it.

Then emailed it again.

Then again.

Daniel said he didn’t receive it.

He said he’d been calling us. Phone records showed he hadn’t.

He asked for our numbers again, after claiming he’d been using them.

In person, when shown the documentation, he nodded. Said it looked compliant. Said he wouldn’t bother us about it.

Then he came back anyway.

Left notices anyway.

Repeated the same accusations anyway.

Each time, we sent the same proof.

Each time, he claimed he hadn’t received it.

It wasn’t ignorance.



It was attrition — a defining attribute of goblins.

Part VI — Measurement

What they never did, what they refused to do, was measure.

No tape came out.

No line was checked.

No reference point was established.

That should’ve been the tell.

Measurement is neutral. Measurement ends arguments.

If this were about compliance, the tape measure would’ve appeared immediately.

Instead, they talked.

At me.

Over me.

Around me.

They left.

No ticket.

No citation.

No directive they were willing to stand behind.

Just a lingering sense that this wasn’t over.

And it wasn’t.

Part VII — The Notices

The notices didn’t arrive all at once.

That would’ve looked intentional.

They came staggered. Casual. Like suggestions you were meant to take seriously without being able to quote. Some were taped to fences. Some were staked into the lawn, facing outward, positioned less for occupants than for passersby.

The language was inconsistent.

Sometimes overly formal.

Sometimes oddly casual.

Statutes were referenced without context. Deadlines appeared without consequences attached, like dares.

Every notice carried the same subtext:

We don’t like this.

None of them explained why.

Each time, we responded.

Not emotionally.

Not rhetorically.

With paper.

Emails with attachments.

Photos with timestamps.

Scans of permits.

Excerpts of code.

And each time, something interesting happened.

They didn’t escalate officially.

No summons.

No court date.

No citation they were willing to defend.

Instead, the tone shifted.

Visits more frequent but shorter.

Responses slowed.

Language became evasive.

This is the phase people underestimate, the moment when authority realizes you aren’t confused, you’re documented.

Because confusion can be corrected.

Documentation has to be defeated.

And defeating it requires a different strategy.

Part VIII — The Shift

On one visit, weeks in, the mask slipped just enough to matter.

Daniel stopped arguing outright.

He’d show up, stand, observe, and leave.

No confrontation.

No explanation.

Just presence.

That’s when I realized something important:

They weren’t trying to convince me anymore.

They were documenting me.

The RV stopped being the focus.

The rectangle stopped being the subject.

I did.

The questions changed.

Who had I spoken to?

When had I been told?

Who had explained what?

They’d say things like, "You were already told" and stop short, as if the rest of the sentence existed somewhere we were supposed to agree it had already been spoken.

When I asked when, or by whom, or where it was written down, the answers dissolved.

"It was discussed."

"It was addressed."

"You were aware."

Awareness became a substitute for evidence.

Reality itself began to behave like a suggestion.

Part IX — The Rectangle Becomes a Problem

Every time we pointed to the rectangle, the energy in the interaction changed.

Every time we invoked it, they grew sharper. Less patient. More personal.

The rectangle wasn’t just blocking enforcement.

It was exposing intent.

And intent, once exposed, doesn’t retreat.

It adapts.

The first real "win" didn’t feel like a win.

It felt like nothing happening.

No ticket arrived.

No summons followed.

No court date appeared out of nowhere.

Days passed. Then weeks.

In a system that feeds on momentum, stillness isn’t neutrality.

It’s recalibration.

At first, I mistook it for retreat.

I remember thinking, Oh. They looked it up.

That’s the generous interpretation, the one you reach for when you still believe authority is mostly procedural, mostly rational, mostly embarrassed when it’s wrong.

We kept responding anyway.

Every notice got an answer.

Each knock got a reply.

Every vague accusation was met with a specific document.

Not aggressively.

Not rhetorically.

Methodically.

We cited the code verbatim.

We attached the plans.

We highlighted the measurements.

We included the architect’s credentials, the permit numbers, the renewal dates.

The rectangle was no longer just a shape on paper.

It had become a conversational object.

Every exchange orbited it.

They’d say "violation."

We’d say "fourteen feet, ten inches."

They’d say "not permitted."

We’d say "approved, renewed, reaffirmed."

They’d say "storage."

We’d say "placement."

The effect was cumulative.

You could feel it in the language of their replies, the way certainty began to fray at the edges. Where there had been declarative statements, there were now conditional phrases. Where there had been confidence, there was now avoidance.

They stopped answering specific questions.

They stopped naming statutes.

They stopped putting anything in writing that could be quoted back later.

That’s how you know you’re winning.

Part X — Attrition

Here’s the thing no one tells you about winning against a system:

It doesn’t experience loss the way humans do.

A person loses an argument and feels embarrassment, shame, maybe even growth.

A system experiences loss as threat.

Because if it can be wrong here, on something this clear, this measured, this documented, then it can be wrong anywhere.

And that is intolerable.

So instead of conceding, the system began to reinterpret reality.

The rectangle didn’t disappear.

But it became… flexible.

Suddenly, there were questions about what constituted a "trailer."

Suddenly, there were theories about whether the RV was "in use" versus "stored."

Suddenly, context mattered in ways the statute had never required before.

Each reinterpretation was thinner than the last. Each one collapsed under even casual scrutiny.

But that wasn’t the point.

The point was to keep the conversation going.

To keep us responding.

To keep us spending time.

To turn correctness into exhaustion.

I noticed the shift in myself before I noticed it in them.

At first, responding had been almost fun. There’s a certain satisfaction in laying out a clean argument and watching it hold. The rectangle had felt like a trump card, a neat little punchline that ended every debate.

But now, each reply took longer.

Not because the arguments were harder, but because the patience required to engage with them was draining.

Every time I thought, This should be enough, another notice arrived.

Every time I assumed silence meant resolution, another visit happened.

And the visits were changing.

They weren’t louder.

They were colder.

Part XI — Targeting

By the time I noticed the change, it had already been happening for a while.

That’s how targeting works. There’s no announcement. No pivot you can point to and say that’s when it started. It’s only visible in hindsight, once the pattern has enough weight to be undeniable.

Part XII — Pressure Sideways

The pressure didn’t come head-on.

It came from the sides.

Neighbors were spoken to.

Assumptions were floated.

The tone shifted from you’re wrong to you’re a problem.

The shape of the strategy started to become visible.

They weren’t going to beat the rectangle.

They were going to make standing next to it unbearable.

Each successful defense bought time, but it also bought attention.

And attention, in the hands of the wrong people, isn’t a reward.

It’s a targeting mechanism.

By now, the pattern was clear enough that coincidence was no longer a viable explanation. The repetition was too consistent. The omissions too strategic. The refusals too disciplined.

This wasn’t chaos.

It was containment.

Part XIII — The Board

There’s a moment when your brain stops asking what is happening and starts asking why is this still happening.

Not a dramatic moment. No spike of adrenaline. Just a quiet recalibration where your internal model updates whether you want it to or not.

For me, it arrived already half-formed.

I didn’t wake up suddenly afraid.

I woke up alert.

The way you do when you realize you’ve been locking the door out of habit and not memory. When you notice yourself checking the rearview mirror without knowing what you’re looking for.

The rectangle was still there.

The RV was still compliant.

The law was still on our side.

And yet, something was wrong.

This hadn’t started here.

It hadn’t been triggered by a neighbor complaint.

It hadn’t been about a measurement.

It hadn’t been about compliance.

It was continuity.

Interest that carried across jurisdictions.

Attention that didn’t reset when addresses changed.

The rectangle hadn’t provoked this.

It had revealed it.

Part XIV — End of the Equation

The rectangle had done everything it was supposed to do.

It proved compliance.

It exposed bad faith.

It blocked direct enforcement.

But it also did something else.

It taught the system that their paper notices wouldn’t stop me.

And that meant the system needed to find something else that would.

That was the point where the story stopped being about a driveway.

And started being about power.

What I had assumed was responsiveness began to look like surveillance.

The rectangle had blocked the obvious route, so they had gone around it.

They couldn’t attack placement.

So they attacked presence.

Visits became less frequent, but more pointed. No more arguments. No more measurements. Just observation. Standing. Watching. Leaving.

They never brought a tape measure.

That absence became deafening.

If the issue were compliance, measurement would be mandatory. Measurement resolves disputes. Measurement forces closure.

But closure was not the goal.

Documentation of me was.

They were building a profile.

I needed to be manageable.

Part XV — Irritation

The rectangle was now doing something I hadn’t anticipated.

It wasn’t just protecting me.

It was irritating them.

And irritation, in a system built on authority, doesn’t dissipate.

It seeks leverage.

That’s when the notices changed again.

They stopped referencing the rectangle entirely.

Instead, they focused on everything else.

Objects near the RV.

Objects near the house.

Objects that had nothing to do with zoning at all.

It felt like someone had stopped trying to win an argument and started trying to win a war by attrition.

The rectangle still won every direct confrontation.

But the confrontations were no longer direct.

They were ambient.

Pressure applied through implication. Through repetition. Through the steady erosion of the idea that compliance would ever be enough.

And then, during one of those visits, irritation finally shed the last of its disguise.

I wasn’t outside.

I heard it first—dull, heavy impacts against the side of the RV. Not measured. Not investigative. Punches.

Daniel was standing at the wrong side of the vehicle, striking the aluminum wall with his fist, shouting for me to come out. Telling me I’d better answer when he came back.

He knew where the door was.

He had stood at it before.

This wasn’t confusion.

It was performance.

A small man trying to make an object submit because the person attached to it wouldn’t.

When I told him to go around that there’s no knob on that side to open, he didn’t respond. He just kept hitting the wall, as if force might conjure authority where none existed.

That was the moment it became clear this was no longer about compliance at all.

It was about dominance.

After that, the feeling changed.

I started to feel watched in a way I hadn’t before, not constantly, not dramatically, but enough to alter behavior. Enough to make routine feel observed. Enough to make movement feel noted.



That’s the most dangerous phase.

Not fear.

Awareness.

Because awareness means you start adapting.

You choose words more carefully.

You document interactions reflexively.

You save emails you never thought you’d need.

And once you’re doing that, you’re no longer living.

You’re preparing.

Part XVI — March

By the time March 2024 arrived, I knew, without being able to prove it, that something decisive was coming.

The rectangle had forced their hand.

They couldn’t beat it.

They couldn’t ignore it.

So they were going to go around it. Circles are the natural enemy of rectangles—and if there was one thing these guys were good at, it was running in them.

And when a system decides to go around the law instead of through it, the target is never the statute.

It’s the person standing next to it.

By the time March arrived, the rules had already changed.

No announcement.

No memo.

No clean moment where one phase ended and another began.

Just a quiet realization that the rectangle was no longer the battlefield.

It was the excuse.

Up until then, every interaction, no matter how absurd, had at least pretended to be about zoning. Measurements. Setbacks. Permits. Compliance theater performed badly, but still theater.

March stripped that pretense away.

They stopped referencing violations entirely.

Instead, they started removing things.

Not citing.

Not warning.

Not ticketing.

Removing.

Part XVII — Confiscation

The first thing to go was so blatant it almost felt like a test.

A brand-new twenty-kilowatt whole-home propane generator, still on its delivery cart. Untouched. Uninstalled. Worth a small fortune. Labeled plainly as private property.

Gone.

No tag.

No notice.

No explanation.

Just absence.

At first, I thought it had been stolen. That someone unrelated had seen value and taken advantage. That would have made sense. Criminal logic, at least, has internal coherence.

But when I finally got someone on the phone, the answer came too easily.

"Yeah, we took that."

No hesitation.

No justification.

No paperwork.

Just confirmation.

It landed with a strange weight, not shock, exactly, but clarity.

Because this wasn’t enforcement.

It wasn’t even overreach.

It was confiscation without authority.

And it didn’t stop there.

The same day they took the generator, they took everything that wasn’t nailed down.

Fencing disappeared.

Hoses.

Hose reels.

Garden plants.

Potted plants.

The small fencing that bordered my garden.

Propane tanks clearly marked as owned.

A kegerator.

Lawn mowers.

Tools.

They took the forty-foot RV cover capable of covering the very thing they’d labeled an eyesore. That alone felt intentional.

They took the car cover for my Corvette. You might think maybe, he’d leave that behind. Let me keep the car out of plain view. Spare himself the daily reminder that his life felt so pathetic compared to mine.

That was not the case.

They took tile saws.

They took more tools.

They took the dinghy I intended to use to reach my mooring, a small boat nestled safely in the backyard against the rear fence.

Taken.

They even took the backyard fence itself.

It was in their way while accessing the generator and the other valuables.

And then came the pettiest thing of all.

They took our garbage cans.

Yes. Garbage cans.

They later claimed they were on the property performing a "property cleanup" one we were never notified of, one they had no legal authority to conduct, and one they would eventually attempt to bill us for.

Not right away, though. That would’ve at least been polite. It would’ve left some indication of where our property had gone.

Instead, they left no receipt.

No inventory.

No notice.

They came in broad daylight while no one was home, cut down fencing, and removed roughly eighty thousand dollars’ worth of private property without due process, while violating a whole host of constitutional amendments, and then walked away.

They claimed the garbage cans themselves were garbage.

Which became especially interesting in the weeks and months that followed, when they began leaving notices about garbage on our property and threatening fines for it.

How, exactly, would you like us to dispose of our garbage, since you took our garbage cans?

We continued placing our bags at the curb. It certainly wasn’t our fault if they’d removed our ability to neatly contain trash in approved containers to keep the trash pandas out.

It was absurdity at its most absurd.

Something that had never been an issue.

Something that had never generated a single notice.

Just opportunistic, petty enforcement from people who mistook cruelty for authority.

At one point, I genuinely wondered if I should call his mother about it.

None of the objects they took had anything to do with zoning.

Nothing to do with the rectangle.

Nothing to do with safety.

Nothing to do with any prior citation.

They didn’t take the RV.

Not yet.

The rectangle still burned too brightly.

So instead, they bled everything around it.

It was surgical.

They came when no one was home.

Not a knock.

Not a call.

Not even the courtesy of a laminated notice.

Just entry.

It felt less like cleanup , and more like looting with a municipal accent.

Part XVIII — May 3rd

May 3rd, 2024 did not arrive with drama.

No raised voices.

No final warning.

No last attempt to pretend this was still about compliance.

That’s what made it unmistakable.

They didn’t announce anything.

They didn’t notify anyone.

They didn’t knock.

They just took it.

The RV was there one moment, thirty-five feet of intent, labor, and future. and gone the next.

No citation taped to the driveway.

No summons mailed afterward.

No paper trail that could be followed in real time.

Not cited into compliance.

Not ticketed.

Not condemned.

Taken.

The rectangle didn’t fail.

It was ignored.

That distinction matters.

Because failure implies contest. Failure implies loss on the merits. Failure implies something was tested and found wanting.

This wasn’t that.

This was authority deciding it was done pretending.

When they left and I saw the space where the RV had been, the absence hit harder than any confrontation ever had.

You can’t measure something that isn’t there.

And in that instant, everything that had felt confusing over the previous months snapped into coherence.

This had never been about zoning.

Never been about safety.

Never been about enforcement.

It was about ending the argument by removing the object of proof.

The RV wasn’t taken because it violated the law.

It was taken because it disproved the story they wanted to tell.




CHAPTER 4 — FRANK CHEVY

Part I: The Man Across the Aisle

I met Frank Chevy by accident, which in retrospect feels like the only way someone like Frank could ever be met.

He was sitting on the concrete lip outside his storage unit, head down, shoulders hunched forward, counting coins into careful little piles like they might run away if he didn’t keep an eye on them. Pennies, nickels, dimes; quarters were rare enough that when one showed up, it got its own separate stack, like a guest of honor.

At first, I thought he was into coins.

Numismatics, I figured. There are worse hobbies. I almost said something clever about mint years or silver content, something that would’ve made me sound smarter than I felt that day.

Then I realized he wasn’t admiring them.

He was inventorying survival.

Frank wasn’t counting for pleasure. He was counting because he needed to know whether he could afford a drink from across the street.

That was my first clue.

Frank Chevy is enormous. Six foot five, maybe more, and built like a refrigerator that decided to become a person. Three hundred and fifty pounds of mass, not gym-polished or sculpted, just there. The kind of size that doesn’t look aggressive until you imagine it moving quickly, and then you reconsider every life choice that put you within arm’s reach.

But that day, he looked small.

Not physically, emotionally. Folded in on himself. Focused. Serious in the way only people with very few options ever get.

I asked him what he was counting.

"Change," he said.

No embellishment. No apology. Just a fact.

That was Frank.

He lived in the unit across from mine. I say lived because there’s no other honest word for it. He was there when the gates opened in the morning, and he was there when they closed at night. When the lights went out and the lock slid shut, he wandered off toward the woods, toward a campsite he never described in detail and I never pressed him about.

Frank didn’t have a phone.

Didn’t use the internet.

Didn’t Google things.

Didn’t check email.

When he wanted to reach someone, he found a payphone.

Yes. A real one. Somewhere. I still don’t know where.

Sometimes I’d leave him notes behind the dumpster where he liked to smoke. Sometimes he’d disappear for a day or two and I’d assume he’d moved on, only to find him back in the same spot, counting something, fixing something, waiting for something.

Frank’s command of language wasn’t great. He’d tell you that himself, usually with a shrug. He wasn’t stupid, he just didn’t have many words, and he didn’t pretend otherwise. Conversations with him moved slowly, but not emptily. He listened more than he spoke. When he did speak, he meant it.

He loved weed. Loved it in the uncomplicated way some people love coffee or dogs or Sunday mornings. It wasn’t a rebellion. It wasn’t an escape. It was a comfort. A reminder.

Later, I’d learn why.

At first, all I knew was that Frank was kind.

Not performatively kind. Not loudly kind. Just… kind in the way people are when they don’t expect anything back.

He helped without being asked. Lifted without being told. Held doors. Watched your stuff if you stepped away. Remembered what kind of Slurpee you liked.

Frank liked cherry.

I’m a Slurpee junkie. Summer hits and I’m good for two, sometimes three a day. The big ones. No shame. Frank used to get the small ones. Until I started buying.

Then I’d show up to the storage unit with two XXL cups sweating neon onto the pavement, and his eyes would light up like I’d just handed him concert tickets.

Cherry for him.

Some unholy flavor marriage for me; blue raspberry piña colada, mango strawberry lemonade, cherry Coke. If it sounded like it shouldn’t work, I wanted it.

Frank never questioned it.

He accepted joy the same way he accepted help: plainly.

One day, maybe the third day I really talked to him, he mentioned it was his birthday.

Just like that. No buildup. No expectation.

"Birthday today," he said.

I stopped walking.

"Today?" I asked.

He nodded.

That was it. No cake. No plans. No one waiting for him anywhere.

I told him we were getting food.

He said he didn’t have money.

I told him it didn’t matter.

That’s how Frank ended up in my Corvette.

Getting Frank into a Corvette is less like sitting down and more like negotiating physics. First the top had to come off. Then the door had to open all the way. Then I had to help guide him in like we were docking a ship.

He didn’t care. He loved that car.

He told me he could hear it coming when I pulled into the storage lot. Said it sounded different from everything else. Said it sounded "happy."

Frank loved Chevy. That’s where the name came from, supposedly, he drove trucks once. Chevy trucks. I figured it was because he was built like a truck. Either way, we bonded over it. I’d had a Lumina. Then an HHR. Then the Corvette.

When he finds out what eventually happened to that car, I already know he’s going to cry harder than I did.

We went to Wayback Burgers. Neither of us had ever been there. That mattered to Frank, new places did. It meant something.

He didn’t know how to order.

I ordered first.

Two double bacon cheeseburgers.

Large fries.

A shake.

He looked at me like I’d handed him a winning lottery ticket.

"What are you getting?" I asked.

"That’s my first round," I said. "What do you want?"

He smiled wider than I’d seen yet.

"I’ll have the same thing as him." he said.

We sat there talking while we waited, bullshitting about nothing and everything. When the burgers came out, they were glorious. Apparently the place had been there thirty years and neither of us had ever noticed.

That became our spot.

Every time it rained, I had to take the top off the Corvette before Frank got in, then put it back on after, just so he’d fit. The interior would get a little wet, but I didn’t mind. I refused to be like my father who wouldn't let anyone touch his slk230 Mercedes. The ladies Mercedes I called it, because any self respecting man wouldn’t drive that car it’s a womans car rounded curves no sharp manly lines. Anyone who knows anything knows a man would drive the SL500 instead. I remember the first day I got the Corvette the first place I stopped was Ralph’s Italian Ices as I sat there eating an unholy giant sized odd flavor mixed ice; I remember a father and son pulling up to get ices. The little boys eyes widened with disbelief when he saw the car and he reached out to touch it as they walked by and his dad snapped, “dont touch it.” That instantly reminded me of my father and I refuse to have any comparison to that man and upon seeing this I immediately said back. “It’s ok, you can touch it, its just a car” addressing the kid not his father and smiled. The kid glowed and looked at his dad for approval, his dad just shrugged. The kid reached out his hand and let it run across the car from back to front as they walked to the italian ice stand. It’s a moment with that car that will always stay with me no matter what heinous and illegal things the cops would allow to be done to my car.

Frank when he got out of the corvette, he didn’t step out like a normal human. He rolled. Sideways. Slowly. Like dough leaving a KitchenAid mixer.

From behind the car, it was the funniest thing I’d ever seen.

I told him one day that image was going to be the opening shot of a show.

Me stepping out clean.

Frank unfolding himself from the passenger seat.

Both of us grinning like idiots.

He liked that idea.

Frank was supposed to come with me when I left.

We were going west. Or at least we were supposed to. After Jesse and I broke up, the plan was simple: Frank would drive the RV. I’d ride shotgun. We’d film everything. A big man and a loud idiot crossing the country in a rolling disaster.

Rob and Big, but poorer.

Less MTV.

More duct tape.

Me, challenging Frank to participate in activities he might never have experienced otherwise. Skydiving was on that list but I feared a parachute big enough may never exist nor a tandem jumper with the cojones to strap himself to a Chevy truck and jump along with him. Nevertheless the thought of watching the video back afterward of Frank throwing himself out of a plane and landing safely on the ground still brings a smile to my face and I imagine it would definitely bring in the YouTube views.

Frank was in as long as there was weed.

We were going to give him a place of his own too, a popup camper I’d already bought, something he could tow behind the RV. A door that locked. A bed that was his. Space.

He deserved that.

I haven’t seen Frank since the day before they took the RV.

I yelled to him from an Uber. Had the driver honk. Frank was oblivious, worried about missing his bus to the campsite. I was late getting back.

September 4th, 2024.

That was the last day I saw him.

When he hears what they did next, what they did to the RV, to the Corvette, to me, I know exactly how he’ll react.

He’ll get quiet.

He’ll nod.

And then he’ll cry, mostly about the corvette.

Part II: Smoke Signals

Frank never talked about his brother at first.

Not because he was hiding it, Frank doesn’t really hide things. Not unless hes’s standing in front of a volkswagen, but that’s more obscuring something from view than hiding it. It wasn’t because he was hiding the details of his brother but more because it didn’t occur to him that anyone would want to know. His life had a way of teaching him that most people didn’t ask follow-up questions, and the ones that did usually regretted it.

We were sitting behind the dumpster when he finally mentioned him.

That was Frank’s spot. The air back there always smelled like wet cardboard, and whatever strain he’d managed to get his hands on that week. He’d sit on a structurally stressed, overturned milk crate, that bowed outward, like it was his throne, elbows on his knees, exhaling slow clouds that drifted upward and disappeared before they could be accused of anything.

"My brother liked weed too," he said one day.

Just that. No preamble.

I waited.

"He got shot," Frank added, after a while.

That was it.

No details. No anger. No justice narrative. Just a fact placed gently on the ground between us, like something fragile.

I asked him how long ago.

"A while."

I asked him what happened.

He shrugged.

"They said it was a gun."

Something about the way he said they made my stomach drop.

Frank didn’t know the story. Not really. He knew the ending, but not the middle. No trial details. No articles. No police statements. No body cam footage. Frank didn’t have the internet, and no one had bothered to explain it to him in full sentences.

So I offered.

"Want me to look it up?" I asked.

His face lit up in a way that still haunts me.

"You can do that?" he said.

Like it was magic.

I pulled it up later. Read it slowly. Carefully. Twice.

His brother had been drunk. Rowdy. Running around his parents’ house with a BB gun. The parents called 911 for help, not because they thought he was dangerous, but because they were scared and didn’t know how to calm him down.

They told the dispatcher it was a BB gun.

They told the officers on scene it was a pellet gun.

The officers shot him anyway.

Lethal force. Case closed. Another paragraph in the local paper. Another family quietly rearranged around a hole that never healed.

When I told Frank, he didn’t say anything at first.

Then he nodded.

"Thought it was something like that," he said.

We sat there a long time after that, smoke curling upward, the world continuing without asking permission.

That’s what the weed was for, I realized.

Not escape.

Memory management.

A way to keep the sharpest edges from cutting all the way through.

Frank didn’t rage. He didn’t posture. He didn’t talk about revenge or lawsuits or injustice in abstract terms. He accepted things the way people do when fighting back has never once worked in their favor.

But he remembered.

That mattered.

And when I started talking about the RV—about leaving, about going west, about the idea of putting distance between ourselves and everything that kept pressing in—Frank listened in a way that told me he understood exactly what that meant.

Distance wasn’t running.

Distance was breathing.

Part III — The Deal

I didn’t ask Frank to help me with the RV right away.

Not because I didn’t trust him—but because I trusted him enough not to ask lightly.

The RV wasn’t just transportation. It wasn’t a toy, or a project, or a half-baked plan waiting to collapse. It was my home. My last stable thing. Thirty-five feet of black gloss and stubborn willpower, rebuilt by hand, rewired by frustration, kept alive by equal parts engineering and refusal. It carried a gold lightning bolt six feet wide on each side, not as decoration but as a warning, like it was daring the universe to try something.

The universe had accepted the invitation.

They’d already tried something.

They’d taken it.

Illegally. Quietly. With paperwork that relied less on law than on exhaustion. A theft executed under the assumption that I would be too tired, too buried, too alone to fight back.

Frank didn’t know all of that.

Not in sequence. Not in full sentences.

But he knew about it in pieces.

He saw the stress arrive before the explanations. The phone calls that ended with my jaw tight and my eyes unfocused. The binders that multiplied on the table. The way I stopped trusting memory and started trusting documentation. The way every interaction got logged, timestamped, cross-referenced. The way my life began to look less like living and more like discovery prep.

Frank noticed those things the way animals notice weather.

Not analytically. Instinctively.

One day, while we were sitting near the units—him on a bucket, me leaning against a door I didn’t fully trust anymore—I mentioned, offhand, that I was going to need a driver.

Not today. Not tomorrow.

Eventually.

"Someone who knows big vehicles," I said. "Someone with a valid license."

I said it casually, like I was talking to the air.

Frank stopped mid-motion.

It wasn’t dramatic. He just… paused. Like something had snagged in his head.

"I drove trucks," he said.

That was news.

Frank didn’t volunteer information. He released it when it felt necessary.

"What kind?" I asked.

"Big ones."

That checked box number one.

There was a silence after that, the good kind. The kind where the words are finished but the idea is still deciding whether it wants to exist.

"You still have your license?" I asked.

He nodded.

That checked box number two.

I didn’t push it.

Didn’t smile. Didn’t react. Didn’t seal anything with enthusiasm or pressure. I let the idea hang there between us, unfinished, like a beam waiting to see if anything else would anchor to it.

A few days passed.

Then a few more.

And then one afternoon, when the heat was doing that thing where it makes everyone slightly more honest, I explained the plan.

Not all of it.

Just the shape.

I told him the RV had been taken. I told him where it was. I told him the town was playing games. I told him I was done playing back. I didn’t use words like illegal or retaliation or constitutional. I kept it simple. Clear. Honest.

I told him I’d handle the hard part.

The talking.

The paperwork.

The confrontation, if it came to that.

If anything went wrong—anything at all—it was on me. Completely. He wouldn’t be the planner. He wouldn’t be the instigator. He wouldn’t be the face. He’d be a hired driver. A set of hands. A man doing a job. No knowledge. No responsibility.

Frank listened.

Really listened.

Not the way people listen when they’re evaluating risk, but the way people listen when they’re deciding whether they trust the person speaking.

When I finished, he didn’t ask a single question.

He just shrugged.

"I’ll do it," he said.

No hesitation.

No calculation.

No what-if.

"Long as there’s weed," he added.

That was it.

That was the negotiation.

That was Frank’s price.

I laughed—not because it was funny, but because it was relief. Because something heavy had just shifted into place without resistance.

Deal.

I told him we’d be filming it someday. That it might turn into something. That maybe we’d head west. That maybe the RV wasn’t just a problem to solve, but a beginning that had been delayed.

I told him we might actually live.

Frank smiled.

Not big. Not performative.

Just enough.

"Okay," he said.

That was Frank’s version of a vow.

And in that moment—quiet, unremarkable, completely uncinematic—the plan stopped being mine alone.

It became real.

Part IV — Assembly Required

Once Frank was in, everything accelerated.

Not emotionally—structurally.

The plan stopped being hypothetical and started becoming architectural. Load-bearing ideas replaced fantasies. Contingencies grew branches. Failure points were identified, then braced. I didn’t think of it as a crime—I thought of it as reclamation. Garbage retrieval. Asset recovery. A man taking back what was his because the people entrusted with the law had decided, collectively and quietly, to go around it instead.

That distinction mattered to me.

If they were going to treat compliance as optional, then procedure was all I had left. And procedure, when followed aggressively enough, can look a lot like defiance.

Still, I planned like it was Ocean’s Eleven.

Because that’s what you do when the consequences of improvisation include prison.

Surveillance came first.

Jesse and I started going to the cemetery at dusk.

It wasn’t morbid. It was practical. The cemetery sat on a hill, elevated just enough to give us clean sightlines over the surrounding industrial routes—the arteries the town used when it wanted to move things quietly. From up there, you could see patterns. You could see what moved and what didn’t. You could see which entrances were favored and which were avoided.

We flew drones under the soft alibi of sunsets and solitude.

No one questions people lingering in a cemetery at golden hour. Grief reads as privacy. Silence reads as respect. We logged angles. Entrances. Exits. Camera placements. The blind spots where infrastructure gave way to neglect. We flew slow, careful patterns, batteries warm from our hands, screens glowing faintly as the sky darkened.

Between flights, we made out.

That mattered too.

It kept the planning human. Kept it from becoming just spreadsheets and statutes. There’s something grounding about kissing someone while your phone is still warm from mapping escape routes. It reminds you that this isn’t abstraction. This is about going somewhere together—or not being able to.

The RV’s location, of course, wasn’t officially disclosed.

That would’ve made things too honest.

But Kevin had a talent for knowing where things ended up when authorities suddenly developed amnesia. Kevin was a scout by nature. The kind of guy who knew places better than maps did. He frequented impound yards and forgotten corners of town the way some people frequented bars.

He thought he knew where they’d taken it.

They wouldn’t tell me, of course. They wanted money first. Location second. Control always.

But Kevin checked.

He knew the way yards talked to each other. The way equipment migrated. The way "temporary" storage became permanent when no one was watching.

He scoped it out.

Confirmed it.

I paid him to place a GPS tracker.

That’s when everything went sideways for a moment.

The trackers I’d bought months earlier—the ones I’d been assured were 4G LTE—turned out to be obsolete 3G units. Dead tech. No service. No signal. Little plastic lies I’d paid good money for, now useless at the exact moment they were supposed to matter.

I called the company furious.

"You sold me trackers that don’t work," I said. "And now they’re sitting on stolen property worth six figures."

They apologized in that way companies apologize when they’re hoping you’ll accept store credit and forget the whole thing.

I didn’t.

I escalated. Calmly. Precisely. I explained, in detail, where the trackers were. What they were attached to. What their failure now meant. I used words like liability and documented loss and legal exposure.

They offered replacements.

"Not enough," I said. "I want lifetime subscriptions on all of them."

They hesitated.

I didn’t.

They agreed.

Kevin placed the new tracker.

And while he was there, he noticed something else.

Items missing.

Not damage. Not weathering. Absence.

Property removed while the RV was supposedly under the town’s care.

That detail changed the tone of everything.

Because if they couldn’t secure it, they couldn’t claim stewardship. And if they couldn’t claim stewardship, then custody became a liability instead of a shield.

That’s when I had another idea.

If someone could take from it, so could someone else, named Kevin

Kevin placed a solar 4G LTE camera on the back. Subtle. Quiet. Always watching. Later, I’d have footage of an "unknown" hooded figure removing items from the RV while it sat under municipal supervision.

I didn’t need to stage anything.

Reality had already cooperated, I just needed to film the re-enactment

The yard itself made the optics even better.

Garbage trucks. Refuse vehicles. Waste equipment. The kind of place things go when they’re waiting to be erased.

Daniel Agiesta’s letter said they planned to dispose of the RV in twenty days.

Dispose.

That word did a lot of work.

Because if they intended to dispose of it—and they kept garbage trucks here—then it wasn’t unreasonable to conclude this was where disposal began.

One man’s trash is another man’s RV and home.

And mine was titled.

The cover story didn’t feel like a lie.

It felt like a deduction.

If they were going to pretend my property was garbage, then I was simply taking out the trash.

And once that logic locked in, the rest of the plan snapped into place around it.

Not recklessly.

Inevitably.

The cover story wrote itself.

Part V — The Night Before Sunday

The plan didn’t arrive all at once.

It accreted.

That’s the only word that fits. It didn’t spark or snap into being. It gathered. Slowly. Quietly. Little pieces clung to one another over weeks, like mineral deposits forming around a fracture. Irritation hardened into attention. Attention hardened into pattern. Pattern hardened into resolve.

It built itself out of insomnia, spreadsheets, unanswered emails, and the quiet, corrosive refusal to accept that something could be taken simply because the people doing the taking were louder, better funded, and more comfortable lying in letterhead.

At first, I thought I’d just pay the fine.

That’s the path you’re supposed to take. The path that keeps you sane. The path that lets you tell yourself you’re still inside the system, still playing the role expected of you.

Pay it.

Get the RV out.

Park it back on the rectangle.

Make them come take it again.

Only this time, I wouldn’t get out.

I imagined it clearly: locking the doors, sitting inside, saying nothing. Letting them hook it up. Letting the tow truck strain. Letting the absurdity reveal itself in real time. Then calmly calling 911 and reporting—without drama, without accusation—that I was trapped inside a vehicle being illegally removed from private property.

Film everything.

Call News 12.

Let them explain that one.

It wasn’t a bad plan. It was clean. Contained. A single confrontation with clear optics. It appealed to the part of me that still believed exposure solved things.

But then they asked a invasive question.

Where would I put it after release?

Not rhetorically. Practically. They wanted to know where my property would physically go once I paid to retrieve it.

None of their fucking business I told them.

When they said they wouldn’t release it if I was planning to park it back in the driveway, it made something in me snap. Why should i pay them nearly a $1000 for something that’s mine, that they had no business taking in the first place.

That’s when things started changing in my plan, maybe they sensed it because, their response shifted. Delayed. Became conditional. Depended on things that hadn’t mattered before. Tone softened in that particular way people soften when they’re trying to buy time.

That’s when I remembered the statute.

Not vaguely. Not conceptually. Precisely.

24/7 retrieval. Without exception.

Not during business hours.

Not when staffing allows.

Not after paperwork clears.

Without exception.

The words sat there on the page, calm and unambiguous, like gravity. And once I saw them again, really saw them, I couldn’t unsee what was happening.

They weren’t confused.

They were stalling.

So I started calling.

Not to be answered—but to be recorded.

I called at the worst times imaginable.

Three in the morning.

Flag Day.

July 4th at 4:00 a.m.

Weeknights at eleven, when no one wants to be responsible for anything.

Sometimes I spoke to a person. Sometimes I didn’t. Often, I left messages. Calm ones. Polite ones. The kind that sound reasonable even when played back later.

"Hi. I’m attempting retrieval under the 24/7 provision. Please return my call."

I sent emails immediately after. Time-stamped. Referencing the calls. Citing the statute verbatim.

Then I logged everything.

Dates.

Times.

Names when I had them.

Silence when I didn’t.

Every unanswered call became evidence.

Every delay, deliberate.

Every refusal, intentional.

They were building their case without realizing it.

And so was I.

The binder grew.

Not metaphorically. Physically.

Title documents.

The dealer plate paperwork.

Daniel Agiesta’s signed letter threatening disposal in twenty days.

Proof of theft while the RV was in their custody.

GPS data.

Footage.

Each section got its own tab. Each tab got annotations. Highlighted clauses. Cross-references. Sticky notes with arrows.

Individually, every piece was deniable.

Together, they told a story.

A story of notice.

A story of delay.

A story of indifference to law when law became inconvenient.

By the night before Sunday, the plan was no longer a single idea. It was a lattice. A mesh of statutes, timestamps, optics, and inevitability.

I wasn’t stealing anything.

I was retrieving garbage.

Garbage they said they were going to dispose of.

Garbage they had stored with garbage trucks.

Garbage I had title to.

One man’s trash is another man’s RV.

And if the system wanted to pretend this was about disposal, I was happy to play along.

By then, the question wasn’t if I could do it.

It was when.

Sunday answered that for me.

Part VI — Costumes

I bought a reflective vest.

Not online. In person. The kind you buy when you want to make sure it’s exactly the right shade of don’t ask questions. High-visibility orange. Reflective striping. Light enough to forget you’re wearing it. Official-looking in the way uniforms always are; not because they grant authority, but because they borrow it.

It was the same kind town employees wore.

That mattered.

Uniforms are social cheat codes. They don’t make you invisible; they make you uninteresting. And uninteresting is better than invisible. Invisible gets noticed when it fails. Uninteresting passes through.

Frank and I laid everything out on the table like we were prepping for a moon landing.

Not metaphorically. Literally.

Each item placed deliberately. Space between objects. Nothing piled. Nothing casual. When the stakes get high enough, even people who aren’t planners become planners.

Dealer plate.

Check.

That one still felt like an inside joke. The kind you only laugh at later.

Gas cans.

Ten gallons at first. Then more. Because every plan survives exactly one encounter with reality.

Battery.

Brand new. Still had that clean, optimistic weight to it. The kind of object you trust too much because it hasn’t disappointed you yet.

Tools.

Wrenches. Jumper pack. Funnel. A small, honest collection of things meant to solve problems that hadn’t revealed themselves yet.

Phones.

Charged. Then charged again. Power banks packed. Cables coiled. Because nothing kills momentum faster than a dead screen.

Drone batteries.

Charged. Labeled. Counted twice. Recon doesn’t mean much if it can’t stay in the air.

Ferry ticket.

Printed. Highlighted. Folded.

Optimistic, in hindsight.

Masks.

Not because we were hiding. Because we were blending. Because anonymity isn’t about concealment, it’s about plausibility.

Food.

Two pies from Little Vincent’s. One each. No sharing. No restraint. We were beasts like that, and this wasn’t the night to pretend otherwise.

Slurpees.

Frank liked cherry. Always cherry.

I mixed flavors like a mad scientist: blue raspberry and piña colada, cherry Coke and mango, combinations that had no business working but somehow did. Controlled chaos in a cup.

We went over the itinerary again.

And again.

Where I’d go in first.

Where Frank would wait.

When he’d put the vest on.

When he absolutely would not.

A guy Frank’s size doesn’t need extra attention. You don’t hide a man like that. You position him. You let the world explain him to itself.

Frank listened carefully. Asked questions when something didn’t make sense. Nodded when it did. He wasn’t anxious. He wasn’t amped. He was steady in the way people are when they’ve already decided they’re in.

He waited by the treeline.

That was the plan.

Not lurking. Not crouched. Just standing there like a feature of the landscape. Tall. Solid. Patient. The kind of presence that looks permanent even when it’s temporary.

I took the suitcase.

Five gallons of gas and a car battery inside a hard-shell case. Heavy enough to matter. Light enough to manage. The trick was how I carried it, fully off the ground, arms relaxed, pace even. No dragging. No shifting. No visible strain.

Dragging reads as desperation.

Carrying reads as purpose.

I adjusted the vest once. Not nervously. Casually. The way someone does when they’re about to walk into a place they’ve walked into a hundred times before.

Then I started toward the yard.

I didn’t sneak.

I didn’t scan.

I didn’t hesitate.

I walked like I belonged.

Because I did.

Part VII — Inside

The yard still had people moving around when I arrived.

Not many. Just enough.

The kind of people who exist at the edges of a workday, late-shift ghosts, hangers-on, guys killing time before going home or nowhere in particular. They moved with the lazy confidence of people who believed the night belonged to them. None of them were looking for me, which was the most dangerous thing about it.

I wore the vest.

The vest mattered.

High-visibility orange. Reflective strips catching the yard lights just enough to register as official. Not important. Just official-adjacent. The uniform of people who belong where they’re standing. The kind of thing no one questions because questioning it would require effort, and effort is rare at the end of a shift.

I carried the case like it weighed nothing.

That was important too.

Not dragging it. Not adjusting my grip. Not pausing to rest. Just walking with the calm inevitability of someone doing exactly what they were supposed to be doing, somewhere they were supposed to be doing it.

I didn’t rush.

Rushing attracts attention.

I didn’t hesitate either.

Hesitation is worse.

I threaded my way through the yard, past equipment and shadows and the hulking silhouettes of municipal trucks that smelled faintly of oil and neglect. I clocked cameras without staring at them. Noted angles. Counted steps. Everything slowed down in that strange way it does when your brain decides this moment matters.

When I was sure, as sure as you can ever be, that I was out of sight, I stopped.

Just for a breath.

Then I reached into my pocket.

The keys felt heavier than they should have. Not physically, symbolically. A small, cold proof of ownership that had outlived paperwork, threats, and theft. I didn’t fumble them. I didn’t rush.

I opened the door.

And slipped inside.

The interior of the RV swallowed sound immediately.

The door closed behind me with a soft, final click that felt louder than any shout. The air inside was stale, familiar, wrong. It smelled like time passing without me. Like something that had been waiting, not patiently, but faithfully.

I didn’t move.

I just stood there.

Waiting.

Silence has a sound when you’re not supposed to be somewhere.

It hums.

Not loudly. Not dramatically. A low, electrical tension that lives in your teeth and behind your eyes. Every distant footstep felt like it was happening to me. Every clank of metal somewhere else in the yard sounded closer than it should have.

I listened.

Not just with my ears.

With my body.

Minutes stretched. Then thinned. Then folded in on themselves. I had no idea how much time passed. I only knew the rhythm of the place changing, the cadence of movement slowing, voices disappearing, engines shutting down one by one.

I sat on the edge of the bed in the back.

Then laid down.

Then sat up again.

I counted the ceiling panels. Recounted them. Followed the seams with my eyes like a child tracing cracks in a sidewalk. I picked up a few pebbles from the floor, grit that had ridden in on boots months ago, and arranged them into shapes. Lines. Squares. A rectangle, because of course.

I dismantled it. Built it again.

I didn’t touch my phone.

Battery was currency. Emergency use only. I kept it face down, like it might accuse me of weakness if I looked at it too long. Instead, I let my mind wander while my body stayed alert.

I imagined a periscope.

Not metaphorically, mechanically. A simple one. Angled mirrors. PVC pipe. Something I could mount discreetly near the back bedroom window someday. A way to see without being seen. I designed it piece by piece in my head, measured imaginary clearances, solved imaginary problems.

Anything to pass the time.

Anything to stay silent.

Somewhere outside, Frank was in the woods, doing what Frank does best: waiting patiently, smoking weed like it was his job, entirely unbothered by the magnitude of what we were doing. The thought steadied me. If he could wait calmly in the dark, I could do this.

Eventually, the yard emptied.

Not abruptly. Gradually. Like a tide pulling back.

Night settled in, tentative at first, then more confident. The lights stayed on, but the human presence thinned to nothing. The quiet that arrived wasn’t peaceful. It felt provisional. Borrowed. The kind of quiet that can be revoked without notice.

That was my cue.

I moved.

Carefully at first, then faster as muscle memory took over. The gas can came up, cap twisted off, fuel pouring in with a slosh that sounded absurdly loud in the enclosed space. I paused between pours, listening. You don’t realize how slowly 5 gallons of gas pours through a funnel from a can until you’ve done it under the stress of getting caught.

Nothing.

Battery out.

Battery in.

Connections tightened by feel, not sight. I checked them twice. Then a third time. Because this was not the moment to trust optimism.

I wiped my hands on my jeans.

Sat down.

The seat felt unfamiliar, like it had forgotten me. For a split second, a flicker of doubt crept in, what if it doesn’t start? What if everything we planned ends here, quietly, stupidly, with nothing more dramatic than a dead engine and a man in a vest sitting in the dark?

I pushed the thought away.

Turned the key.

The engine caught.

It didn’t roar. It didn’t hesitate. It just came alive, steady and real and unmistakable.

I don’t think I breathed for a second afterward.

I’ve never loved a sound more.

Part VIII — Extraction

Frank was waiting in the woods the way he always waited, unbothered, unhurried, perfectly at ease in places other people treated like margins. If you didn’t know better, you’d think he was just taking a break behind a dumpster, killing time until the world remembered him again. He stood half in shadow, half in leaf litter, smoke drifting lazily upward like punctuation.

When the RV finally rolled free of the yard, its bulk easing past the invisible line between confiscated and moving, Frank’s face changed completely.

The calm cracked.

His eyes widened. A grin spread across his face so fast it looked involuntary, like joy had reached him before thought could intervene. For a second he looked younger, lighter, unburdened by whatever weight he usually carried.

"You did it," he said.

Not loud.

Reverent.

Not we.

You.

I didn’t correct him.

We didn’t linger. Celebration is a luxury for people who aren’t actively committing something irreversible.

We loaded the remaining gas quickly, hands moving from muscle memory rather than planning. The night still felt permissive, but that could change at any moment. Frank climbed in the way he always did: carefully, deliberately, a choreography he’d perfected over a lifetime of adapting to spaces never designed with him in mind. One hand on the door. A pause. A shift. A careful fold of limbs. He took his time, not because he was slow, but because he refused to rush himself for anyone.

There was dignity in that.

I drove the first stretch.

Just enough to put distance between us and the yard. Just enough to break the spell of stillness that had held the RV captive. The road felt unfamiliar under the tires, like the RV was testing the idea of freedom one rotation at a time.

The engine sounded wrong immediately.

Not catastrophically wrong.

Just… fragile.

Like it was being polite.

Like it was doing us a favor.

I kept my foot light. Listened harder than I’ve ever listened to a machine in my life. Every vibration came through the steering wheel like a message I didn’t fully understand.

A block later, I pulled over.

"Your turn," I said.

Frank nodded, took the wheel, settled in. Adjusted mirrors that didn’t really agree with him. For a brief, foolish moment, it felt like we’d crossed a threshold. Like the worst was behind us. Like the RV had remembered who it belonged to.

We made it about a hundred yards.

The RV coughed once.

Hard.

A deep, bodily sound. Not mechanical. Almost offended.

Then it died.

No drama. No warning.

Just silence rolling in behind the momentum.

The RV coasted, heavy and obedient, as if it hadn’t just betrayed us.

"Okay," I said.

Already opening the door.

The night air hit me as I jumped down. Cold. Sharp. Unforgiving. Jumper pack out. Hood open. My hands were shaking just enough to be annoying, not panic-shaking, but adrenaline refusing to settle.

Clip. Clamp. Check. Recheck.

I moved fast, but not frantic. Fast looks normal. Frantic looks guilty.

I climbed back inside like this was routine. Like people did this all the time.

It started.

That sound again. That beautiful, treacherous sound.

We moved.

This time a few hundred feet.

Long enough for tension to loosen just a hair. Long enough for Frank to glance over at me, eyebrows raised, that look he had when he thought maybe, just maybe, we were actually going to be okay.

I smiled back.

Then…

…Dead again.

No cough this time. No protest.

Just gone.

The smile didn’t disappear so much as it… thinned. Like laughter stretched past its breaking point and left behind something brittle.

We didn’t speak.

Gravity became our last remaining ally, and we took full advantage of it, letting the RV roll into a bank parking lot that looked abandoned in that specific, Sunday-morning way. Empty spaces. No headlights. No motion. A place that felt briefly invisible.

We sat there.

Engine off.

Listening to the tick of cooling metal.

Every tick felt accusatory.

"Fuel," Frank said finally.

Not guessing.

Deciding.

"Yeah," I said. "Fuel."

We built the theory together in real time. Massive tank. Sloped ground. Fuel pooling away from the pickup. A design oversight. Sabotage. Bad luck. It didn’t matter. The theory didn’t need to be true — it just needed to get us moving.

And when you’re exhausted and under pressure, reasonable is as good as right.

So we did the dumbest, most necessary thing available to us.

We called another Uber.

Five gas cans each.

The driver didn’t ask questions. Didn’t comment. Just watched in the mirror as we loaded the cans, one after another, until the interior smelled like a refinery. The windows went down immediately. All of them. He drove fast, like speed itself might dilute the fumes.

When he dropped us off, he didn’t wait for a thank-you.

He accelerated away like he was escaping something contagious.

Dawn was creeping in now.

Not daylight — not yet.

Just that thin, gray edge where night starts losing arguments. Where shapes sharpen. Where invisibility becomes a countdown.

We poured fast.

Gas sloshing. Caps clattering. Hands slick and smelling like fuel. The RV drank greedily, like it had been waiting for this exact moment. Every sound felt amplified. Every second felt borrowed.

Time compressed into a single directive:

Move.

Whatever was wrong with the RV, whatever had been done to it while it was out of my hands; we didn’t have the luxury of diagnosing it here.

We had to move.

And we did.

Part IX — Don’t Look

By then, we were no longer pretending the RV was healthy.

We were negotiating with it.

Every restart felt like a favor being granted by something moody and temperamental. Every successful ignition like the RV had briefly decided not to betray us, as if loyalty were a choice it was still weighing. I was already cataloging symptoms in my head: fuel starvation, electrical gremlins, intentional sabotage I couldn’t yet prove but could feel in my bones, the way you feel a storm coming before the sky agrees.

We crept along back roads, the kind of streets that feel forgotten even during the day. Roads that exist more out of habit than necessity. No traffic. No witnesses. Just long stretches of pavement broken by mailboxes, hedges, trees leaning toward the road like they were listening, and the occasional porch light left on by someone who fell asleep watching the late news.

Frank drove with both hands locked on the wheel.

Not white-knuckled.

Locked.

His posture had gone rigid, eyes forward, jaw set. He wasn’t chatty anymore. Not nervous, exactly. Frank didn’t do nerves the way most people do, but focused. Quiet in the way that means all available attention has collapsed into a single task. Drive. Keep it alive. Don’t give the universe a reason.

Then I saw it.

At first, it was just color.

A flicker.

Blue.

White.

My brain immediately tried to downgrade it. Reflection. House lights. A TV flickering through a window. Anything but what it obviously was. I felt my mind bargaining, offering alternate explanations faster than they could be dismissed.

Then the shape resolved.

A cruiser.

Coming toward us in the opposing lane.

No sirens.

No lights.

Just presence.

There was nowhere to go.

No turnoff. No driveway. No convenient side street timed by God or zoning law. The RV was too large, too slow, too unmistakable. Thirty-five feet of black gloss with a gold lightning bolt six feet wide on each side, less a vehicle than a rolling billboard announcing its own existence.

I felt my stomach drop.

Not metaphorically.

Physically.

That sudden, hollow sensation where your body decides this might be the moment it embarrasses you in a way you’ll never live down. The moment every adult secretly fears. The kind of fear no amount of intellectual bravado prepares you for.

I remember thinking, Really? Now? This is how I go?

Not arrested.

Not heroic.

Just… losing control of my bowels on a back road because fate found the punchline funny.

Frank saw it too.

I didn’t need to look at him. I could feel the shift in the cabin. The way his grip tightened just a fraction. The way his breathing slowed, deliberate, controlled, like his body was trying to become smaller, quieter, less present.

We didn’t speak.

Speaking felt dangerous.

As if words themselves might tip the balance.

The RV idled unevenly beneath us, shuddering like it was deciding whether to stay alive long enough to get us through this one last test. I could feel every vibration through the floor, every complaint traveling up through the seat and into my spine.

The cruiser got closer.

Every detail sharpened.

The grille.

The headlights.

The windshield.

The silhouette of the officer inside.

I tried to remember what I’d say.

Nothing sounded good.

Nothing sounded believable.

My hand drifted toward the binder without conscious permission, muscle memory kicking in like it thought we were already past the point of negotiation. Paper against paper. Statutes highlighted. Proof stacked thick. As if any of that mattered in this moment.

Frank kept driving.

Didn’t speed up.

Didn’t slow down.

Didn’t look.

Just held the line.

For a fraction of a second, we were side by side.

The cruiser close enough that I could hear its tires on the road. Close enough that I could imagine eye contact even without looking. I forced my gaze forward, resisting the urge to glance over, knowing that even a look might feel like an admission. The RV rattled, coughed once, then, miraculously, kept going.

The cruiser passed.

One Mississippi.

Two.

I counted the seconds the way people do when they’re waiting for an explosion that doesn’t come.

Three.

In the rearview mirror, the cruiser didn’t brake.

Four.

Didn’t slow.

Five.

Didn’t turn.

Six.

Seven.

Eight.

By the time it disappeared from view, my entire body was vibrating with the effort of holding itself together. Like I’d been clenching muscles I didn’t know existed.

Frank let out a sound somewhere between a laugh and a grunt.

Something primal.

I realized I’d been clenching every muscle I owned.

We both exhaled at the same time.

A synchronized release.

I laughed first, too loud, a little hysterical, the kind of laugh that only comes after your nervous system realizes it’s been lied to about imminent death.

Frank handed me the joint without a word.

I took it like a sacrament.

A long pull. Held it. Let the smoke sit in my lungs, grounding me back into the moment. Back into my body. Back into the absurdity of it all.

If he didn’t turn around, then they didn’t know.

And if they didn’t know yet, we still had time.

Sunday had done exactly what we’d designed it to do.

We weren’t home.

We weren’t safe.

But we were still free.

And for that brief, suspended moment, rolling through quiet streets with dawn just beginning to stain the sky we let ourselves believe the impossible thing:

That maybe, just maybe, we were actually going to pull this off.




CHAPTER 5 — THE LONGEST 100 YARDS

Frank pulled the wheel straight, like he was steering a parade float and not a stolen home.

We made it about a hundred yards.

Then the RV died.

Not sputtered. Not coughed. Died. Like someone flicked a switch and the world decided we’d had enough momentum for one lifetime.

Frank looked at me like this was mildly confusing, like maybe the RV was just taking a break.

I was already out the door.

Jumper pack. Hood. Cables. Clamp. Clamp. Fingers moving on instinct because thinking would’ve introduced fear, and fear would’ve introduced shaking, and shaking would’ve introduced a mistake.

It started.

I got back in.

We rolled.

A few hundred feet later—dead again.

“Okay,” I said, out loud, to nobody. “Okay, we’re doing this.”

Jump. Start. Roll.

Dead.

Jump. Start. Roll.

Dead.

That was when the RV stopped being an escape vehicle and turned into a problem with wheels.

We sat there in the early gray light, staring at the dash like it might apologize.

Frank was calm in the way only Frank can be—six-five, three-fifty, built like a truck, brain like a golden retriever who learned one trick and never forgot it. A big teddy bear with “retard strength,” as he would call it himself, with a joint in his hand like it was a religious object.

I was not calm.

I was doing the math.

Ferry: forty miles away.

At a hundred yards per resurrection?

We’d arrive sometime around the next ice age.

We tried to be rational about it—because rational is what your brain reaches for when panic will eat you alive.

“Maybe we can make it to the storage unit,” I said.

“Maybe,” Frank said, already nodding, like he was agreeing with a weather forecast.

Maybe.

The problem with “maybe” is it doesn’t start engines.

The horizon was starting to glow. Not sunrise yet—just that faint underlighting that says, you are running out of darkness.

And darkness was our only real camouflage.

Because the RV wasn’t subtle.

It wasn’t beige.

It wasn’t anonymous.

It was gloss black with a six-foot gold lightning bolt on both sides.

A rolling billboard that screamed, LOOK AT ME.

Once the roads filled, someone would recognize it. Once someone called it in, we’d be hunted with purpose. An APB doesn’t need a plate number when the target looks like a superhero’s midlife crisis.

We had a new goal.

Not the ferry.

Not freedom.

Just out of the blast radius.

the storage unit.

Three miles across town, if we stayed off main roads.

Three miles doesn’t sound like much—unless your home only stays alive in two-hundred-foot segments.

But three miles was doable in the way that crawling through broken glass is “doable.” It just depends how much blood you’re willing to lose.

We rolled forward.

Died.

Jumped it.

Rolled again.

Died again.

We started moving like surgeons operating on a grenade: advance, stop, hide, breathe, advance again.

Sometimes we’d tuck behind a building for two minutes just to let the world pass. Sometimes we’d land in a side street and kill every light we could. Sometimes I flew drone recon ahead, sending a little whirring scout into the sky to check the next block, like we were invading our own neighborhood.

And through it all—because Frank is Frank—there were weed breaks.

Not “celebration” weed breaks.

“Keep the nerves from turning into a heart attack” weed breaks.

There’s a point in fear where you stop feeling like a man and start feeling like an exposed wire. Weed, for Frank, was insulation.

For me, it was something to do with my hands that wasn’t ripping my hair out.

The sun climbed.

The absurdity increased.

Now it was daylight. Real daylight.

And we were trying to hide a thirty-five-foot RV in broad suburban morning like we were sneaking an elephant through a library.

At one point we ducked onto a side block so quiet it felt like the world had been unplugged.

There was literally one house.

Just one.

Of course.

The residents came outside because why wouldn’t they? A black RV with a gold lightning bolt has appeared outside their home like a prophecy. They stared, suspicious, doing the mental calculus of “is this danger?” versus “is this just weird?”

I didn’t wait for curiosity to turn into a phone call.

I walked up like a normal person having a normal breakdown.

“Hey,” I said, friendly, tired, harmless. “Is it okay if we sit here a minute? We’re waiting for AAA. We’ve got electrical issues. Might need a jump or a tow.”

You can watch the shift happen in real time when you ask permission. It flips you from “threat” to “problem.” It gives people a role: gatekeeper, not victim. They were skeptical—but the act of asking disarmed the moment.

It bought us time.

We plotted the next blocks in whispers.

Then we hit the part that felt like a rigged level in a video game: the main road crossing.

The closer we got, the more the RV fought us. It died three or four times on the approach, each stall happening in worse and worse places—semi-main roads, corners where people actually had places to be, angles where the RV’s ass hung out into traffic like an insult.

Drivers honked. Faces hardened. Hands flew up in that universal “what the hell” gesture.

We waved them around, apologetic, doing our best impersonation of “normal breakdown.”

Every honk felt like a flare.

Every flare felt like attention.

And attention was the one resource we could not afford.

By the time we reached the big intersection—Jericho Turnpike, three lanes each direction—it felt like we were approaching a battlefield.

We were one light away from the storage unit.

One light.

A hundred yards from “home.”

And it was the most public, exposed stretch of the entire route.

If we died in that intersection, we weren’t just stuck.

We were displayed.

The jumper pack had lost its will to live. We’d killed it with a thousand small resurrections. It was dead weight now—an empty promise.

So we did the only thing left: brute-force life.

Foot on the brake.

Foot on the gas.

Holding the RPMs up so the failing alternator didn’t let the whole electrical system collapse.

The RV strained against the brake like an animal on a chain.

The light stayed red long enough for my brain to start narrating our capture in detail.

Frank stared forward.

I stared forward.

Neither of us looked at the cars beside us. Neither of us looked at the world. We looked like two men trying not to blink in front of a firing squad.

Green.

Frank released the brake.

The RV lunged forward with all the pent-up energy we’d been holding back, leaping into the intersection like it was angry at the concept of being stopped.

And somehow—against reason—it didn’t die.

We crossed.

Clean.

Alive.

We were on the final stretch now, rolling toward the storage gate downhill like gravity itself wanted us to succeed.

I jumped out while we were still moving.

Because there was no parking gear. No reliable idle. No guarantees.

I ran to the keypad like my life depended on ten digits, because it did.

One chance.

I punched the code.

Correct.

First try.

That alone should qualify as supernatural intervention.

The gate started rising.

I sprinted back and climbed into the RV as the engine died at the perfect worst moment—because of course it did.

No engine meant no power steering.

Now we were a thirty-five-foot boulder rolling downhill with two men wrestling a dead wheel.

It took both of us on the steering wheel to make the turn at the bottom.

Frank heaved.

I heaved.

The RV swung around the corner, tucked behind the building, and disappeared from sight.

The gate closed behind us.

And I felt relief in the purest form I’ve ever felt it: not happiness, not victory—just the brief, holy absence of immediate doom.

We sat there behind the building, breathing like we’d just crawled out of a burning house.

Frank passed me the joint.

I took it.

Because at that point, oxygen alone didn’t feel like enough.

We were hidden.

But hidden isn’t fixed.

Hidden is just “not seen.”

The RV still had the alternator issue. Still had the dying-every-few-blocks problem. Still had the kind of invisible sabotage damage you don’t discover until it ruins you in public.

And then we found the real punchline.

The gasoline came out black.

Not “old.” Not “bad.”

Black.

Used-motor-oil black.

It poured into containers like liquid accusation.

Oil doesn’t just wander into a fuel tank. That’s not a thing that happens by accident. There’s no “oops” path in a vehicle’s anatomy that leads to that.

Someone had poured gallons of used motor oil into the tank.

In custody.

On purpose.

So we filmed it’s extraction. Because if there’s anything I’ve learned, it’s that truth without documentation is a bedtime story you tell yourself.

We drained the tank for hours. The smell soaked into our clothes, into our hands, into the air itself.

Then we started the next nightmare: pulling apart what we could, cleaning what we could, trying to unfuck a fuel system in a parking lot behind a storage building like we were doing surgery with tools from a junk drawer.

Kevin was there. Helping. Grinding through it with that particular intensity he gets when the mission becomes real.

We made run after run with small gas cans just trying to get enough clean fuel back into a tank that was designed for a different kind of life.

Sunday turned into evening.

Evening turned into night.

We worked through closing hours like criminals who were only guilty of trying to survive.

By the time the sky started hinting at morning again, the RV would run—but the alternator was still failing, still draining us one intersection at a time, still making every stoplight a mini Russian roulette.

We needed to get out of Suffolk.

Out of reach.

Out of jurisdiction.

There was a place just over the line in Nassau County—an RV park with a name that sounded like a warning and a promise at the same time:

Battle Row.

We waited for first light so we didn’t create a new anomaly by moving in the dark again. We mapped the route the way you map an escape: no main roads, minimal weird turns, no lingering.

Frank was supposed to drive. But Frank had gone back to his campsite and couldn’t get a bus early enough to make it back in time.

I recruited another friend—someone reliable—until he admitted the truth: he’d just been inducted into the Teamsters union and didn’t want to risk getting pulled over driving a vehicle that was, at best, “complicated.”

Fair.

So the captain drove his own ship.

Dawn again.

Me in the driver’s seat. Alone.

The RV moving like it wanted to cooperate, right up until it didn’t.

Halfway there, I was on a side street about to pull onto a real thoroughfare when it died.

Of course it did.

The jumper pack was still dead. We hadn’t charged it while doing everything else. We’d swapped in a brand new battery and convinced ourselves it would be enough.

It wasn’t.

Now I was blocking part of a neighborhood morning with a black sided RV with a six foot wide gold lightning-bolt on both sides and no easy restart. Cars went around me. People stared. I kept my face neutral while my insides did backflips.

And that’s when the universe, for reasons I still don’t understand, handed me a human miracle.

A family was outside packing a car. Big day energy. Boxes. Suitcases. Their daughter going off to college for the first time.

They weren’t thrilled that my breakdown was blocking their driveway and delaying their exit—because of course they weren’t.

The wife walked up with that protective sharpness people get when something threatens their plans.

“What are you doing here?” she asked. “How long are you going to be?”

I explained. Carefully. Normal breakdown voice.

She looked at the lightning bolt.

“What’s that about?”

So I told her.

Not the whole saga—just the truth that fits in a sentence.

“My dog died in a fire,” I said. “His name was Flash. The lightning bolt is for him.”

I’m not sure what changed their minds. Maybe they were dog people. Maybe it was the single tear that betrayed me in the corner of my right eye. Maybe it was the fact that grief is recognizable no matter how weird the vehicle looks.

Their posture softened.

They said they’d help.

I tried to act patient while they finished packing the car, but inside I was screaming, please, please, please hurry—every minute is exposure.

They offered me a soda. I declined. I didn’t want anything in my hands except solutions.

Finally the husband got the BMW out and lined up to jump me.

He admitted he didn’t even know where the battery was.

“I’ve never jumped a car with this thing,” he said, nervous. “Is it going to mess it up?”

“It won’t,” I told him, with the confidence of a man who desperately needed that to be true. “I promise.”

He believed me.

We jumped it.

The RV caught.

And I didn’t waste a second.

I waved out the window as I rolled off, wanting to say a thousand things and having time for none. I’ve driven past that house in my mind a hundred times since. Someday, if I ever find them again, they’re getting a thank-you that matches what they did: not help, but rescue.

Half a mile to the intersection.

Half a mile more to the county line.

One and a half miles to the campground.

Battle Row was in range now—so close it felt like a dare.

Then I saw the cruiser.

Parked on the island triangle of the intersection, facing the direction I was heading.

My stomach flipped like it recognized an old enemy.

The light turned red.

My stomach turned with it.

Foot on the brake.

Foot on the gas.

RPMs up.

Don’t die.

Don’t die here.

Don’t die with a cop watching the only road you can take.

I didn’t know if I was already flagged. I didn’t know if they were waiting for me specifically—because paranoia becomes a rational tool when your life keeps proving it deserves to exist.

I held the engine alive with brute force and prayed with my eyes open.

Green.

I let off the brake.

The RV rolled forward and I kept my face neutral—no eye contact, no panic, obeying every traffic law like I was trying to become invisible through compliance.

In my head, I made a private vow:

If he pulls out, I’m not stopping until I cross the county line.

Let Nassau be the paperwork problem.

Let Suffolk chase its own jurisdiction.

I passed the cruiser.

Waited for sirens.

Waited for the red-and-blue wash in the rear camera monitor.

Nothing.

No lights.

No pullout.

No chase.

Maybe he wasn’t there for me.

Maybe I caught a break.

Maybe the world, for one single moment, looked away.

I didn’t breathe until I crossed the county line.

And then Battle Row was right there—within the kind of distance that makes your whole body start to release all at once, like a fist finally unclenching.

I pulled in.

Not triumphant.

Not safe.

But over the line.

Out of reach by at least one layer of bureaucracy.

And for the first time since the RV had died a hundred yards into freedom, I let myself believe we might actually get a chance to fix what they tried to break.




CHAPTER 6 — POST CAPER CHAOS

Battle Row felt like a finish line in the way a mirage feels like water.

You get there, and the first thing you realize is you’re still thirsty.

I pulled into the campground on edge, the kind of edge where your hands forget how to relax. The steering wheel had been a confession booth for the last half mile — white-knuckled, breath held, eyes forward, pretending that if I didn’t look suspicious, reality would follow my lead.

Then the RV was inside.

Inside Nassau.

Across the county line.

A stupid little administrative boundary on a map that suddenly felt like a moat.

And the second I felt that relief hit, my body did the most human thing possible.

It demanded a bathroom like it had been saving the request as a reward.

I remember peeing and watching the color return to my fingers in real time, like circulation was a feature my body had turned off to conserve power. The campground bathroom was ordinary, fluorescent, unromantic — but the relief was so intense it felt spiritual.

I wasn’t safe.

But I was out of their jurisdiction.

And for a little while, that counted.

Part II - The Alternator Problem

The RV was still sick.

We’d gotten it out, yes — but we hadn’t cured it. We’d negotiated with it. Made bargains in stoplight increments. Held it together with adrenaline and prayer and brute insistence.

The alternator was the next monster in the line.

Kevin, had become a one-man salvage oracle. That man scouts dumpsters the way other people scroll social media: casually, constantly, with a weird sixth sense for what the world throws away that still has value.

Returned items. Discarded inventory. “Easier to toss than ship back.”

And on this exact week, at this exact moment, the gods decided to wink.

A marine alternator.

An upgrade.

The kind of find that makes you laugh, not because it’s funny, but because if you don’t laugh you’ll start breaking things with your bare hands.

So at Battle Row, that became the plan: keep our heads down, fix the alternator, let the heat from the breakout cool off, and monitor for blowback.

I kept checking in with Jesse — not because I wanted to drag her into it, but because she was my eyes where I couldn’t be. Back at the boat, back near everything that was visible to Suffolk. I’d call and ask if anything felt weird.

Cops cruising.

Town trucks crawling by like sharks.

Anything.

Nothing.

For a moment, it seemed like we’d gotten away with it.

That illusion lasted right up until the sky opened.

Part III - Flash Flood

The storm came in like it had been waiting its turn.

A downpour so violent it didn’t feel like weather, it felt like punishment. The kind of rain that makes every road look identical: all of it water, all of it moving, all of it trying to decide where to go.

I got caught out driving in it in the Corvette — because of course I did — and somehow that car made it through while bigger vehicles didn’t. I watched higher cars hydrolock and die. Watched some of them float half off the road like the laws of physics had called out sick.

I remember turning onto a side street trying to get out of it, and seeing a stop sign that looked… wrong.

Too low.

Like someone had installed it for children.

Then my brain caught up.

The stop sign wasn’t low.

The flood was high — so high it nearly touched the bottom of the octagon.

That moment hits you like a slap: the sudden awareness that the road you’re on can absolutely swallow your entire vehicle and not even burp afterward.

I threw the Corvette into reverse as it started to nose into a puddle that didn’t look deep until you realized it was deep enough to bury the car above the roofline. I backed out fast, heart hammering, and kept moving until I could get back to the campsite and disappear again.

I laid low through the rest of the storm.

Waited.

Watched.

Because when you’re trying to outrun a system, you learn quickly that weather is just another branch of law enforcement — it doesn’t care what you’re going through.

It enforces itself anyway.

Part IV - The Return Run

Eventually the storm broke enough to move again.

I’d spent a long day working on the alternator, and when I finally left the campground, I was doing math in my head.

How far.

How long.

How many red lights.

How close to 10:00 p.m.

Because the storage facility had a hard cutoff, and I knew it. Gate access closes at ten. No grace period. No “but I’m right here.” The kind of policy that only makes sense if you’ve never been locked out of your own life.

Still — I wasn’t panicking yet. Even if I got there a hair late, I knew I could open the gate from the inside.

And the RV… the RV ran like a dream.

Voltage steady: 14.8.

The alternator humming.

The fuel issue solved.

It felt, for the first time in days, like my vehicle again.

The only thing still broken was the parking gear — the one the town had wrecked when they dragged the RV without putting it in neutral when they towed it illegally.

A small detail.

A technicality.

A future disaster waiting patiently in the tall grass.

I pulled up to the storage unit right as the clock flipped into betrayal.

The RV died literally in front of the gate.

And the time was 10:00 p.m. and some odd seconds.

Not 9:59.

Not “almost.”

Ten.

Past the line.

Alone.

On an incline.

With no parking gear.

With a dead engine.

With my foot on the brake and thirty-five feet of home deciding, inch by inch, that gravity was the new owner.

Part V - The Hill

There are moments where the math becomes painfully simple.

Heavy thing.

Slope.

No park.

No power steering.

Leg muscle as the only thing keeping your entire life from rolling forward into catastrophe.

I held the brake and felt the RV creeping anyway — not fast, not dramatic, just that slow unstoppable slide that makes your stomach drop because you can feel the outcome arriving.

I called Jesse.

Not gently.

Not politely.

Emergency voice.

I told her to get Chris and have him take his scooter to the storage unit now — no time to waste. In under five minutes I was going to roll through that gate whether I wanted to or not.

She told me she wasn’t feeling well.

I told her to suck it up.

I hate that I said it like that. I hate that it came out sharp, the way panic comes out sharp. But all I could see was the next sixty seconds and what they would do to us if this turned into a police scene.

And I didn’t know — not yet — that she’d decided to try the mushrooms I’d been saving for us.

Her first time.

I’d told her not to do it without me, and definitely not as her first experience. Not because I wanted control. Because I wanted safety. Because I wanted us to be together in it.

She hadn’t listened.

And Chris — the one person who could have gotten there fast enough — his phone was dead. I couldn’t reach him directly.

So I stayed on the brake.

My leg shaking.

My foot burning.

The RV still creeping.

I started throwing heavy things at the problem like gravity could be bribed.

Rubber wheel chocks out the driver door, hoping I could wedge them under the tires. Trying to build a mechanical solution faster than my muscles could fail.

It didn’t work.

And then my leg did what legs do.

It tired.

It slipped.

And in that moment — a fraction of a second that felt like slow motion — one of the chocks I hadn't thrown slid under the brake pedal.

I couldn’t press it down again.

The brake was blocked.

My home began to roll.

Part VI - The Gate and the Building

It rolled forward through the gate and set off a shrieking alarm that sounded like it was designed specifically to summon shame.

No power steering.

No engine.

Just gravity pulling thirty thousand pounds downhill while I fought the wheel like it was a living thing.

I remembered how, days earlier, it took two of us to make that turn at the bottom of the hill.

Now it was just me.

And I didn’t have brakes.

I managed to pull the wheel enough to aim the RV toward the brick building, like choosing what you hit is a form of control.

It jumped the curb.

And smashed into the side.

The building was fine.

The RV was not.

The windshield — expensive, enormous, and suddenly webbed and broken.

The front passenger quarter mangled.

Headlights wrecked.

Turn signal destroyed.

Mirror ripped off.

Alarm still screaming.

And me standing there in the aftermath, license suspended, adrenaline boiling, watching the disaster I’d been holding back for five minutes become a reality in three seconds.

That’s when Chris rolled up on his scooter.

Too late.

Part VII - Killing the Alarm

I didn’t have time to collapse.

I didn’t have time to fully process what just happened.

Because the gate alarm was still shrieking and the RV was pressed up against a building and I was standing in a scene that would look, to anyone driving by, like a drunk demolition derby contestant had gotten lost.

I moved on instinct.

I picked the lock on the gate control door in record time, got inside, and disconnected the battery.

The alarm gave up.

The silence afterward felt like stepping into a vacuum.

I took one breath — and immediately had the next problem.

The jumper pack was dead.

The RV had to move.

And I had to move it now, before sirens arrived and the story got written for me.

I grabbed whatever tools and wires I had. Jumper cables. Pliers. Clamps. Anything that could act like a bridge.

And I did the only thing left to do:

I started trying to wire the auxiliary house batteries — the solar setup — into the engine system.

It felt like an eternity.

Time becomes syrup when you’re doing something frantic while trying to look normal.

Finally, it started.

I drove it off the curb, away from the building, and as I moved, I drove right over the wires I’d just connected.

They ripped out.

The RV died again.

But it was enough.

Enough to get out of the obvious crash scene.

Enough to get behind the building and park it out of sight.

I could deal with “broken” later.

Right then I had to deal with the narrative.

Because the narrative is what puts cuffs on you.

Part VIII - The Injury Performance

I made myself into a victim on purpose.

Wrapped my arm in a makeshift sling.

Faked a limp.

Gave the night a visual that explained everything without explaining anything.

Then I wrote a note:

Sorry about your gate. I’ll be back in the morning to handle this. I have to treat my injuries first.

I showed it to the camera at the front of the facility — deliberately — and lodged it into the door so it couldn’t be missed.

Then I hobbled away like a man who had made one terrible mistake, not a man who was living inside a chain of impossible situations.

Two blocks later, the universe reminded me it wasn’t done collecting fees.

The dealer plate.

I’d left it on the RV.

I needed that plate for the Corvette, which was still at the campground.

More importantly, I needed that plate to get the RV off the island.

So I hobbled back.

Pulled the plate.

Hobbled out again.

And somewhere in the middle of that limp, I made the call I wish I could delete from history.

I called Jesse.

Angry.

Overloaded.

Certain the worst had happened.

I told her our home was ruined — destroyed — and I didn’t even know yet how bad the damage really was. I was still in the aftershock, still seeing the crash in my head like a loop.

I told her I was walking home and I’d be there in a few hours.

That I needed to cool off first.

That I didn’t want to say something I’d regret.

Little did I know… I already had.

Part IX - Talking in the Dark

When I got back to the boat, it was dark.

I climbed in expecting her to be there.

Sleeping.

Waiting.

I didn’t say anything at first because I assumed she was asleep. I went to the second bunk and laid down.

A few minutes passed.

I started talking to her softly.

No response.

I figured she was out cold, and I didn’t want to wake her.

The adrenaline finally drained out of me like somebody pulled the plug.

I fell asleep fast.

When I woke up, she was gone.

And I didn’t have time to chase that truth yet because the other truth was already pulling into the parking lot.

Part X - Three Cop Cars

I called my mother and told her I needed a ride to the storage unit.

Urgent.

I explained just enough.

She listened.

A few minutes later I heard her pull up.

Then my phone rang.

Then a text:

“Three cop cars just pulled up.”

Of course they did.

They came to the back of the boat and called out for me.

My first instinct was to hide and be silent.

That animal part of you that thinks stillness equals invisibility.

But I knew — I knew — that silence only buys you ten seconds and then costs you ten years.

So I grabbed the sling.

Threw it on where they couldn’t see.

And emerged.

“I know why you’re here,” I said.

“I was just about to head over there. My mother just pulled up to take me.”

They acknowledged it like they’d already decided to treat this as an accident if I behaved like it was an accident.

They told me they had to go over there and sort it out.

I asked if I was riding with them or my mother.

They said I could ride with my mother.

They’d seen my note.

And one of them said the sentence that, for once, felt like mercy:

If I hadn’t left that note, I’d have been leaving in handcuffs.

But because I left it, it was a civil thing.

An accident.

“No big deal.”

Thank god for the note.

Part XI - Questions, Carefully Answered

At the storage unit they asked questions.

What happened.

How did it happen.

Who was driving.

I answered carefully.

Not because I wanted to lie for sport — because I could feel the trap doors in the wording. I could feel how fast a “wrong” answer could become a charge.

They didn’t believe me.

I could see it on them.

But they had no proof. No video with angles that mattered. If they had it, they wouldn’t be asking — I’d already be in cuffs.

They knew my license was suspended.

That was part of the tension humming under every question.

But my story passed muster enough to dull their suspicions.

And the thing that still blows my mind:

No questions about how I got the RV back.

Not one.

Which told me something I didn’t fully understand yet — that the RV’s disappearance was either not yet discovered… or it was discovered and someone had decided, for the moment, to pretend it hadn’t.

After a few minutes they said the property would prefer if I left.

Then I told them I was a customer there.

That I had three units inside.

Their tone shifted instantly.

They’d assumed I was some stranger who turned into the lot and rammed the gate.

Not the case.

“Oh,” they said, suddenly polite.

“Well, if you have units here, you’re good to stay.”

Part XII - The Gold Badge

That’s when the female officer with the gold badge approached.

I explained the parking gear.

Explained that the town had destroyed it when they dragged the RV during the illegal tow.

She asked what I meant by illegal.

She assumed — like everyone assumes — that I must’ve been parked somewhere I shouldn’t have been.

I said no.

I was on private property.

In the rectangle.

And then she did something I did not expect.

She said, plain as day:

“They’re not allowed to do that.”

It hit me like a cold drink.

I actually said, “THANK YOU.”

Because for months it felt like I was screaming into a void where uniforms meant automatic righteousness.

I told her the rule: they’re not allowed to tow a vehicle off private property without the property owner’s permission or a signed agreement on file with the precinct authorizing a property agent to make that decision before the tow.

She looked surprised that I knew the statute.

Surprised I could quote it.

Surprised it happened.

But she was in full agreement with me.

For the first time in a long time, I felt a flicker of something I thought I’d lost:

Faith. Brief. Fragile. But real.

I remember thinking: if I ever end up in court over this, I hope she’s available.

I hope she’s the kind of officer who rises through the ranks.

Gold badge to platinum to diamond to whatever the hell the top is.

Because she was one of the only people in the entire county who heard what I said and responded like the law still meant something.

Part XIII - Guard Duty

For the next two weeks, while the storage manager was away on vacation, I stayed close.

Part guilt.

Part responsibility.

Part survival.

That gate was broken because of me, even if the reason it broke was a chain of negligence and sabotage that started long before my tires touched it.

So I did what I always do when the system breaks something in my orbit:

I tried to hold the line myself.

I stuck around, keeping watch, because the facility couldn’t secure itself the way it normally did.

Not because I owed anyone heroics.

But because when you’re living inside a story like this, you learn the difference between chaos you can survive and chaos you can’t.

And an open gate — in a place where everything you own is locked behind thin metal walls — is the kind of chaos that breeds thieves.

I had just stolen my own home back.

I wasn’t about to lose everything else to opportunists.

And somewhere inside that mess — alternator grease still under my nails, floodwater still in my head, the sound of that gate alarm still ringing in my bones — there was the quietest, ugliest realization of the whole week:

We’d pulled off the breakout.

We’d crossed the line.

We’d outrun Suffolk for a moment.

And it still cost me Jesse.

Not in court.

Not in a dramatic conversation.

Just… gone in the morning.

Like the universe took her too.

Part XIV - Now What

After the cops left and the questions stopped, the silence didn’t feel peaceful.

It felt like the moment after a car crash when your ears are ringing and your brain is still trying to decide what happened.

I rode back with my mother, sitting in her passenger seat like a man who had just watched his life bounce off a brick wall and keep moving anyway. My sling was still on. My limp still half-present. Not because I thought I was fooling the cops now—because I’d started fooling the neighborhood hours earlier and it felt dangerous to stop.

That was the part I hadn’t fully told anyone yet: the walk home.

When I left the storage facility the night before—after the note, after pulling the dealer plate off the RV like I was removing a tooth from an animal—I didn’t just “walk home.”

I performed a walk home.

I hobbled like a man who’d been hurt, because I could feel the invisible eyes. Cameras on porches. Ring doorbells. The quiet suburban habit of recording everything and calling it “security.” I kept thinking: if someone has footage of me walking away from a crash scene looking fine, and then the cops show up later, my story becomes thinner.

So I sold it.

I limped.

I grimaced.

I made the injury real with my posture.

At one point, two cops drove by. Then a fire chief. All of them passing my hobbling form like a slow-moving witness. I kept my face set. Kept my pace broken. Kept the limp consistent. I didn’t wave. I didn’t look guilty. I looked like a guy who had a bad night and wanted to go home.

And by the time I finally reached the boat, that performance had become part of me. It was easier to keep it on than risk someone catching the moment I turned it off.

Then I climbed into the dark, crawled into the second bunk, and talked softly to Jesse like she was there.

She wasn’t.

And in the morning, when the cops showed up at the boat and called out for me, it wasn’t just the gate that was broken.

Add my heart to that list, because now Jesse was missing too.

Gone like she’d evaporated.

I didn’t have time to chase that grief properly because the practical world does what it always does: it steps on your throat and asks for paperwork.

Part XV - Two Weeks of Watching the Hole

After that, I stayed.

Not because the storage facility wanted me there—because the gate didn’t.

It couldn’t.

The gate had been the boundary between “our stuff is safe” and “anyone can wander in and help themselves,” and now that boundary was hanging in the air like a metal rib.

The manager was on vacation.

No one was really in charge.

And I was the guy whose RV had turned their security system into a cautionary tale.

So I posted up behind the building like a voluntary guard dog.

Part guilt. Part responsibility. Part survival.

I watched for cars that didn’t belong.

I watched for people who wandered in too confidently.

I watched because inside those units was everything I hadn’t already lost to fire, theft, or the town’s appetite.

And the whole time I kept thinking: I can fix this.

I had welders. Tools. A brain that doesn’t sleep when there’s a problem on the table. I messaged the manager. Told him I’d repair it. Told him I’d make it right.

Nothing.

When he finally responded, it wasn’t gratitude.

It was a sentence that felt like a shrug:

They hired someone.

The gate wouldn’t be fixed for two months.

Two months.

An open invitation sitting there, day after day, while people’s lives were stacked behind roll-up doors.

It was the first time I felt the temperature change with that facility—like something had flipped in their minds from “this guy is a customer” to “this guy is a liability.”

Up until then, I’d had a good rapport with the staff.

After the gate, I could feel the distance.

And then the distance turned into pressure.

Part XVI - “The Property Wants You Gone”

They sent police.

Not to arrest me. Not to charge me. Not even to have a real conversation.

To deliver a message: the facility manager wanted the RV out.

Which was wild, considering why I’d been there in the first place: repairing the damage, guarding the open gate, trying to keep their place from becoming a buffet.

I told them I understood. No fight. No drama.

I explained the truth: I’d spent those two weeks repairing the bodywork and sealing the windshield properly so it wouldn’t shed glass at highway speed. Fixing lights. Fixing the mirror. Fixing the stuff that makes a vehicle road-legal in the real, physical sense—even if the paperwork world had already decided to get complicated about my existence.

I was not there to squat.

I was there to stabilize.

But the facility didn’t want nuance.

They wanted absence.

So I made plans again.

Because that’s what my life had become: re-making plans around the newest version of “you can’t be here.”

Part XVII - The Last Time I Saw Frank

Frank was supposed to come with me.

He’d been part of the breakout, part of the night, part of the miracle. In my head, he was supposed to be part of the next phase too—like the universe owed us a ride into the sunrise together.

But timing is a cruel god.

I had to go to the house for something—I don’t even remember what now, because that period is a blur of errands and pressure and “just one more thing.” I ran late. Missed the window. Frank was at the bus station. I honked, I looked, I tried—but I didn’t find him.

He didn’t hear me.

Or I wasn’t where he expected.

Or the world just decided we didn’t get a clean goodbye.

That was the last time I saw Frank.

Not in a dramatic scene.

Not in a noble send-off.

Just… gone, like so many other things in this story.

Part XVIII - Walmart: My First Night “Free”

That night I drove the RV out of the storage lot and kept going.

Stopped by my mother’s briefly—again, I forget why. Probably one of those “if I don’t do this now it’ll become a problem later” tasks that always end up becoming problems later anyway.

Then I ended up at the Walmart in Centereach.

It was my first and only overnight on the road in that RV. The one night that felt like the beginning of the cross-country journey I kept trying to start.

I remember sitting there in a parking lot under those harsh lights, feeling like I’d finally gotten to the part where you breathe.

Not fully.

But enough.

The RV was running. The windshield was sealed. The alternator issue was handled. The fuel system was clean again. The lightning bolt was still there, loud as ever, but I’d stopped caring about subtle.

I was thinking about the ferry again.

Thinking about leaving the island.

Thinking about not being in the same jurisdiction as the people who had already proven they could reach into my life and grab whatever they wanted.

I went to sleep with that thought.

And woke up still believing it.

Part XIX - Cathedral Pines

The next morning I drove to Cathedral Pines, arriving before the office even opened.

It was early—around 6 a.m.—and the park was quiet in that way campsites get when everyone is still asleep inside their little temporary worlds.

I didn’t know where to park while I waited, so I pulled into a space that seemed safe and out of the way.

When the office opened at 9, I checked in properly.

I told them everything they needed to know.

I explained the dealer plate situation.

I made it crystal clear I was using one, and that I’d also be parking my Corvette there once I retrieved it.

They didn’t act alarmed. They didn’t act suspicious.

They acted like normal people handling normal check-in paperwork.

They took special care to photograph the dealer plate.

Not casually. Intentionally. Like they wanted a record.

They logged it.

I got settled into my spot.

For the first time in what felt like forever, I had something resembling a plan again:

Park here for a few nights.

Bring the Corvette.

Then ferry.

Then gone.

Sometime around 4:30 or 5 p.m., my mother picked me up to go get the Corvette.

And as we pulled out, I realized—with the sudden cold dread of a man leaving an airlock open—that I’d left half my life behind in the RV.

My electric skateboard.

My other phone.

My wallet.

Credit cards.

Computers.

My ID.

The things you can’t replace easily. The things that make you “a person” in modern America.

My mother, because she is my mother, said the obvious.

“Do you want me to turn around?”

And I said no.

Nah. We’ll be back shortly.

No big deal.

I can be without them for a little while.

Famous last words.

That was September 5th, 2024.

And about ninety minutes after we left, the next phase of this story walked up to my RV wearing a park ranger uniform.

He called from an unknown number.

And he was already yelling.

I tried to explain—tried to keep my voice calm, tried to anchor the conversation in facts: it’s on file with the park office, they know about the dealer plate, they photographed it, I’m a registered guest, I’m coming back.

He didn’t care.

He told me he was towing it.

Then—like the universe enjoys irony—he said if I could get back in time I could talk to him about it.

I started asking questions, because that’s what you do when someone is about to steal your home again: you try to slow the moment down with language.

He cut me off.

“Stop talking and start driving.”

He said it like an order.

A command.

While—somewhere in his process—he’d already determined my license was suspended.

So he was yelling at me to commit a crime on the phone, like it was my responsibility to make his job easier.

My mother drove.

Because I couldn’t.

We went back to the campground as fast as reality allowed.

And when we got there—

He was gone.

The ranger was gone.

And the RV was gone.

The pad was empty.

The air felt wrong.

Like someone had deleted an entire object from the world. I filmed my return, that would matter later when in his sworn affidavit the park ranger falsely claimed I called him three times and told him I wasn't returning that I was “going to queens” and I didn't need to come back because the vehicle was legal. Phone records and the video of me returning conclusively, objectively prove those statements in his affidavit to be fabricated. After all how could I have called him I didn't have his number. He called from a blocked line.

And that’s where Chapter 6 ends, because that’s the exact moment the story stops being “post caper chaos” and becomes something else entirely:

A war.

A lawsuit.

A new kind of theft.

Not in the dark.

Not during a breakout.

Not in a panic.

In broad daylight.

On video.

With uniforms and paperwork and the full confidence of people who believe they will never be forced to answer for what they do.

And me standing there with nothing in my pockets—because I’d left my wallet, my ID, my computers, my whole life inside the thing they just took—

staring at an empty space that used to contain my home.




CHAPTER 7 — RV PRISON

Frank was supposed to come with me when I left.

That was the plan: westbound, two-man crew, one rolling disaster, a camera, and enough duct tape to qualify as structural engineering. Frank would drive the RV. I’d ride shotgun and navigate our way out of Long Island like we were escaping a gravity well. He was in. He was always in, as long as there was weed and snacks and the promise that the world might still contain something new.

I haven’t seen him since the day before they took it.

September 4th, 2024 — I remember yelling from the back seat of an Uber like the universe could be bullied into timing things correctly. The driver honked, because I asked him to, because I needed one last signal flare to the guy who’d become, somehow, part of my exit strategy. Frank was already moving with the slow inevitability of a man trying not to miss a bus, oblivious to the honk, oblivious to me, locked into his own physics. I was late getting back. I didn’t know yet that “late” was going to become the theme of my life. I had told Frank I would be

“Back in a Flash” but I was late of course.

The next day — September 5th — the RV was gone.

Not “towed with a notice.” Not “impounded with a paper trail.” Just gone, like a magic trick performed by people who hated joy. One day it was my home, my plan, my last big stubborn yes — and the next day it was absence.

There’s a specific kind of panic that hits when your shelter disappears.

It’s not the panic of losing a thing you like. It’s the panic of losing the container your life is currently stored in. Clothes. Tools. Documents. The stuff that proves you exist in a system that loves pretending you don’t. It’s like having your skin peeled off in public and being told to behave normally about it.

I started calling.

And calling.

And calling.

Cathedral Pines was where it happened — a paid, legitimate RV campground spot, registered, receipts retained, four days paid in full, exactly the kind of place where an RV is supposed to be. Which mattered to me, because that was the whole point: I was trying to do it right. I was trying to be invisible by being compliant. I was trying to be the kind of person the system leaves alone.

Instead, the system treated me like insolent litter.

The story I got — the one I’d later watch crack in half under the weight of its own contradictions — started with an anonymous call. A park ranger decided the motorhome was abandoned. Not “check in at the office.” Not “contact the registered camper.” Not “issue a warning.” Abandoned. Like it was a soda can. Like I wasn’t a human being trying to keep my head above water. The state statute for abandoned vehicle under the least favorable interpretation require 6 hours of observation of a vehicle abandoned with no license plate. According to his own affidavit he first noticed the vehicle at 6:45pm by 9PM it was fully removed from the campground and the entire event was captured by the same solar powred 4G LTE camera Kevin had mounted at my instruction on the back of the vehicle just a few short weeks prior. They either didn't know they were being filmed breaking the law or simply didn't care. The timestamps would clarify the record and the Ranger’s own arrogance and sworn affidavit would be his undoing.

The tow paperwork didn’t even agree with itself.

At one point, the town would eventually mail me a letter stating on it that is was marked as a road hazard. A separate checkbox existed specifically for the labelling of an abandoned vehicle. They opted to not check that box and instead checked the “road hazard” box. A clear admission that the two things are different legal classifications. A clear contradiction to the sworn affidavit of the ranger who labeled it as abandoned. Which even if it were abandoned he had it towed about 4 hours too soon under the least favorable interpretation of the law and about 44 hours too soon under the interpretation that would've applied to my vehicle.

Meanwhile, the RV was in a paid campsite parking space designed and built for parking an RV, not on a road, not blocking traffic, not endangering anyone. A home parked where homes are allowed to park. The labels changed depending on which lie fit best that day.

When I got back to the campground looking for the ranger — the one whose name I didn’t have yet but whose signature was already going to become an enemy — he was nowhere to be found.

What I did find was other campers stealing my stuff.

Not metaphorically. Literally walking off with things the ranger and his terroristic towing teammates had left unsecured: solar panels, my fireplace, my pizza maker, leveling jacks — the kind of gear you accumulate when you’ve already learned that modern life can collapse on a Tuesday. The kind of gear you buy because you don’t get to be naïve anymore.

That night, I wrote to everyone.

Every agency I could think of. Every email address that looked like it might reach a human. Including Suffolk County Police Internal Affairs — because I needed the record to start immediately, while it was still hot enough to burn someone’s hands. Internal Affairs was the first and only institution to reply. A letter from Captain Christopher Corsino that said, essentially: this wasn’t the Suffolk County Police. This was park rangers acting on their own, and he’d forward it to them. That letter would later matter more than he probably realized, because it contradicted the future attempts of the guilty parties to shuffle responsibility like a shell game.

Then came the second phase of the operation: the hostage invoice.

I started hearing numbers. Tow fees. Storage fees. “Pay this and we’ll tell you where it is.” I hadn't charged the gps tracker that had been on it since I took it back. I didn't think I needed too, let my guard down just long enough to have my home kidnapped and the ransom note written on municipal letterhead.

It was some days later after I had tracked the vehicle down with help from the NYCLU I was able to finally reach Kevin and he reminded me of the camera I had on board and it could've shown me the path they took and we could’ve use signs and visual clues turn by turn to find it; but he also told me he was fairly certain he knew where they would've taken it. As usual the scout’s suspicions were correct and I confirmed what he already instinctively knew and told them that's exactly where they had taken it.

And here’s the part that kept breaking my brain: they wouldn’t even let me retrieve the things I needed to prove ownership.

They demanded documents I didn’t have access to — because the documents were inside the RV.

Titles. Registrations. Identifying paperwork. The stuff you keep in your home because it’s your home. And the law is explicit about this — it’s not vague, it’s not “maybe,” it’s not “if we feel like it.” The statute, specifically, NYS VTL 511-B paragraph 7 allows a person to retrieve identifying documents and personal property needed to establish ownership. I cited it. I explained it. I begged like a man begging not for luxury, but for the ability to argue in the language the system respects. They refused anyway.

And that’s when I realized something that should’ve been obvious sooner:

They weren’t trying to resolve this.

They were trying to grind me down.

Because a person can’t fight forever if you keep them cold, hungry, and in motion. A person can’t litigate if they don’t have a bed. A person can’t keep their paperwork straight if their paperwork is locked behind a gate that requires a payment they can’t make for a theft they didn’t consent to.

So I did the thing you’re not supposed to have to do in America to be treated like a human being:

I camped outside the NYCLU office in Centereach hidden in a bank building on the third floor for four days. Opening to closing. Refusing to leave until someone spoke to me. Now September, I had been trying to reach them since April when the RV was still nestled safely on the rectangle, to report the violation of my civil rights by the Town of Huntington and it's sniveling weasel of a code enforcement agent — the backward knee, creatine fueled — Daniel Ageista. For 5 months no one had answered calls, no one answered emails, I filled out their forms. I knocked on their doors. Nothing. They had a video doorbell inside a building on the third floor. I rang it, I spoke to it, I knocked anyway because what if it was broken or a simple ruse. A deterrent to keep out the disenfranchised without the resolve to wait outside the door for four days. No response. The door was locked during business hours like civil rights were a private club and I clearly wasn't a member. Eventually — after explaining to an inquisitive building super — on day 3 of my sit-in stake out, that I would be there every day from open to close until they answered; on day 4 someone finally came out. One employee, Ms. Solis, in an office built for fifty — emerged from behind the locked doors guarding the civil rights protection club and finally agreed to consider my membership application and help locate the RV.

After days of work, we found it.

And then the three-way calls started. NYCLU on the line. Brookhaven law department on the line. James Kevins, the head of the law department, telling us where it was. The location itself almost didn’t matter anymore — what mattered was that it existed, that it was real, and that they’d been withholding it like information was a weapon.

I explained to him the situation the statutes that law and rules matter. That they and their cronies were in no way above them and that I would not simply submit to there demands. We agreed on something and disagreed on other. He thought he could speak to me as a child and could force me into submission even threatening to hang up on me when he didn't like what I had to say. I held my ground. I would not be bully by someone with a false sense of superiority because they had a paycheck from the municipality. After all as a taxpayer he was technically my employee. I explained that I will not bend to some false authority that the law is the law and nothing not even my belongings was more important than standing up for my rights and standing up for what was right. I explained would fight them in court rather than cowtow and acquiesce to their arbitrary interpretations of clearly defined laws. That in the end standing up for the rule of law mattered to me and that him being the head of the law department it should matter to him as well. At the end of that call he reluctantly gave in and agreed with me. We had made an agreement and arrangement. Ms. Solis on the line the entire time during the call bearing witness. She would later call me one on one and discuss the call with me she told me she had found my principled unwavering stance and direct statutorily factual dialogue impressive, remarking on how I managed to bring Mr. James Kevins from the verge of hanging up on us to a complete 180 flip and eventually deciding he agreed with me. We had made an agreement, an agreement the town would later reneg on — because of course they would.

They tried billing me anyway.

Storage in excess of their own town statute maximum. Tow fees above what was allowed. They were attempting to charge me for days that shouldn’t have counted because the vehicle was unretrievable due to closure, confusion, or nobody “knowing” where it was — which is a wild position to take when they’re the ones who took it. I refused to pay those inflated numbers because paying would mean agreeing the rules didn’t matter. And if the rules don’t matter, then the only law left is leverage.

By December into January, I filed.

Notice of claim. Lawsuit. Supreme Court. The whole big machine — the one people love to say you should “just use” as if it’s a vending machine you approach with calm hands and exact change. I documented what I could. The contradictions. The missing steps. The sworn affidavits that didn’t line up with reality. The perjury, the fabricated after the fact vehicle tickets. I responded with motions. Sanctions. Strike requests. The kind of procedural knife-fighting you end up learning when you’re forced to represent your own survival.

And in January, a Supreme Court Justice signed an order demanding the unimpeded return of my motorhome and its property.

Unimpeded. That word matters. It’s not “we’ll think about it.” It’s not “within reason.” It’s not “after you pay us for stealing it.” It’s not “when convenient for the town.” It’s unimpeded.

They refused anyway.

Not once. Not twice. Eight times —each separate incident recorded clearly on video with audio to boot. The first five separate incident took place before they would later write a letter to the judge asking for clarification and being told again that an order existed since January to return the property. They then violated that order on 3 more separate occasions all of which are recorded on video. Me standing less than 100 Yards from my home they had jailed behind a gate while someone in authority told me I couldn’t access my own life, even with a signed supreme court order in hand. It’s hard to describe what that does to a person’s faith in anything, because “faith” implies you still believe the system is trying to be real.

April 24th came: a Supreme Court conference.

By then, the RV had been gone long enough that the season had fully turned. My life had fully restructured around absence. Winter had taken its bite. Homelessness had become the baseline. Everything had become harder for no reason except someone wanted it to be.

At that conference, the defendants offered a settlement: they’d return the RV and be done.

As if the return of stolen property was a generous compromise.

As if the damages didn’t exist.

As if the expenses didn’t exist.

As if being pushed into homelessness “didn’t count” because it was inconvenient to count it.

Still, we made an arrangement: I’d come to the yard the next day, assess the condition of the RV, and then present a settlement number reflecting the damages. Simple. Practical. The kind of thing you do when you’re trying to behave like the system is capable of good faith.

The next day, I showed up. Hopeful this was all drawing to a conclusion.

And once again, I was impeded. Once again, I was blocked from accessing or removing anything. Once again, the court order was treated like a prop in a play where the ending had already been decided. Assistant Town Attorney John W. Doyle himself showed up and told me — to my face, on video — that I didn’t know how to read the order, that I wasn’t an attorney, that I didn’t understand what it meant. Like literacy is a credential only granted through bar admission. Like words stop being words when a civilian reads them.

I tried, one more time, to speak human.

I told him they were hurting good people.

That they’d made me homeless since September 5th through a cold, long winter.

They scoffed. They laughed.

I reminded them that it was the town’s negligence that my other home had burnt to the ground and took everything from me the first time forcing me to buy the RV. That they knew from the fire two years prior when, a man died, they couldn't effectively get the water from the hydrants up the hill and made official plans to install a new one and waited until — fourteen days — after my life burnt down to install the hydrant they had known for two years needed to be installed.

And in that moment, something in me — some last piece of naïve patriotism — sat up and tried to live.

I said I’d “never even been arrested.”

I said they’re “supposed to help people, not hurt them.”

“Government for the people, by the people — not to hurt the people.”

And then the universe, which has a vicious sense of timing, took notes.

The very next day — April 26th — I was arrested.

It happened at my storage unit in Huntington Station. Private property, behind a locked access gate. The address on the lawsuit was also Huntington Station, which mattered for reasons that would feel paranoid if they didn’t keep lining up like dominoes. And here’s the part that still makes my stomach tighten: I hadn’t been in Huntington Station for nearly five months. That morning was the first time I’d been back. The first time. And within minutes — like someone was waiting for the signal flare — more than twenty cops arrived on foot in a flying V formation like they were storming a trench. Major crimes. Auto crimes. The whole dramatic costumed department of enforcement.

They decided to investigate my car as stolen.

It wasn’t. It had never been reported stolen. It was titled to me. There were even photos on the dealer website showing me buying it — the kind of proof you’d think would end the conversation in thirty seconds.

It took an hour.

An hour of nothing.

An hour of men with guns trying to force reality to match the story they wanted.

When that investigation went nowhere, they pivoted and wrote tickets claiming the vehicle couldn’t be driven: unregistered, uninsured, the usual bureaucratic cudgel. Meanwhile, I had a dealer plate on it — the “A-ha” detail that should have stopped the whole thing before it started. It didn’t stop them. It never stops them.

Then they pivoted again.

DUI investigation.

No traffic stop. No observed driving. No lawful basis. An hour after they first approached me longer than legally necessary to conduct any make believe investigation they had been pretending was lawful. That alone is enough to have any charge dropped. You can't continue to pivot, changing the story to suit your needs for as long as it takes for you justify arresting me. I was there conducting lawful business on private property, explicitly refusing permission for searches or seizures, and them acting like “no” was a suggestion. Captured on video

I told them that when I arrived, I smoked a legal cannabis blunt.

They said — quote — “we’re not worried about that.” captured on video.

Then they administered six field sobriety tests.

I passed them. The footage would show it.

They arrested me anyway. Charged me with cannabis DUI anyway.

The arrest didn’t end the violation. It just changed costumes.

At some point after, officers got into my vehicle without permission and drove it recklessly — burnout, weaving, high speed — the kind of behavior they’d arrest me for in a heartbeat. And all of it was captured on my Meta Ray-Ban glasses, because they were still on my face recording while I sat in handcuffs in the cruiser. I even made a comment — the kind you can’t help making when you’re watching someone commit a crime in your name — that they were going to ticket him for that, right?

The officer pulled over.

Removed the glasses from my face.

And the evidence vanished into the same black hole as everything else for months. When it would finally be returned it was altered missing footage from the timeline but something else. The fools they are took photos and videos of themselves obstructing justice on the same camera they were attempting to access.

Days later — May 1st — I sent evidence preservation letters.

To every agency involved. Certified mail. Return receipts. Explicit notice that the car itself, the data recorder, the SD card, the glasses, and all digital content were evidence in both a criminal and civil matter. I still have the receipts. The duty to preserve wasn’t implied. It was declared in writing, with tracking numbers.

And still, the erosion continued.

I would later learn my Corvette — the last clean thread of evidence from that arrest — had been repossessed and sold on August 8, 2025. Sold with all my property except my phone still inside. Sold without notice. Sold without preservation. A $60K car dumped for $34K, leaving me with a balance like the law is a reverse lottery where the prize is more debt. And the warranty ticked out while it sat in their custody lowering the eventually value of the sale for things that could have been fixed under warranty had it not been illegally confiscated and held by the police with no assistance from my paid attorneys to intervene whatsoever. I’d told my attorneys specifically and explicitly I wanted the car brought in for warranty repairs before it expired June 2nd 2025 They took it April 26th 2025. Nothing happened. Then it was gone. Sold August 8th 2025. I still hadn’t even had my pre trial motions filed by my counsel or my original attorney officially relieved from the record by that date and the evidence they were demanded to preserve had been discarded and sold. A clear spoliation if not criminal felony obstruction of justice

By October 2025, the January order was ten months old and still being actively defied.

I called SCPD this time — not because I believed they would fix it, but because I needed documentation. Paper. Timestamped reality. After some time, they agreed — the town agreed — to let me retrieve something from the RV. When I got inside, it was obvious the vehicle had been accessed.

Outside bay doors open.

My belongings displaced.

Items laying outside.

Damage everywhere.

Two brand-new MacBook Pros ruined — water pouring out of them when lifted like they’d been left in a storm on purpose. A third laptop destroyed. Hubcaps I’d never removed now sitting inside the vehicle. Other people’s paperwork inside as well. Not “misplaced.” Not “oops.” Evidence that someone had been in my home while it was in their custody, handling things they weren’t allowed to handle. All of it captured on video

And then, even with the Supreme Court order, even with lawful reason to be there, even with everything documented, they threatened to trespass me. Told me I’d have to “go back to court to sort it out.” I handed them a letter from the judge’s chambers saying there didn’t need to be more conferences — it had already been decided in January. The officers didn’t understand, or didn’t care. Under threat of arrest, I left — and the video would show them removing me and my property from the location like I was the trespasser against my own life. The town, specially assistant town attorney John W. Doyle would make the claim that never happened. The video record would show otherwise.

That’s the thing about long disasters:

At first, you think you’re dealing with chaos.

Then you realize you’re dealing with a pattern.

And patterns don’t happen by accident.

They happen because someone benefits from repetition.

Because delay is a weapon.

Because attrition is strategy.

Because if they can’t beat you on the facts, they can try to beat you on time.

But time has a side effect they always forget:

If you survive long enough, the truth starts leaving fingerprints everywhere. A record that sounds crazy when you try and explain it in the moment, but when you present it on a timeline with all of the objective evidence, the video, the timestamped paperwork it creates a record. A long unbroken record of official misconduct. A record that will be there reckoning.




CHAPTER 8 — EVIDENCE IS A CRIME SCENE

If Chapter 7 was the theft, Chapter 8 is the moment you understand the theft was only ever half the operation.

Taking something is crude. Anyone can do it.

The real work—the professional work—is making sure the taking can never be proven in a way that matters.

A stolen home is a tragedy. It creates sympathy. It invites questions.

A stolen record is strategy. It creates confusion. It creates delay. It creates just enough uncertainty that, years later, someone can shrug and say, “I don’t know what you expect us to do now.”

That distinction matters.

Because once the retaliatory arrest happened—April 26th—the system didn’t merely pivot from taking my RV to taking me. It pivoted into something colder, quieter, and far more effective:

taking time.

Not dramatic time. Not cinematic time.

Administrative time.

The kind of time that ruins evidence without ever touching it. The kind of time that softens memory. The kind of time that turns certainty into hearsay. The kind of time that makes a jury lean back and say, “It was a while ago, wasn’t it?”

That’s what they were buying.

And the currency they paid with was my life.

Part II — The Arrest Didn’t End the Scene. It Changed the Rules.

The arrest wasn’t the end of the story. It was the reroute.

Up until that point, the facts were dangerous to them.

Civil rights violations. A Supreme Court order. Eight defied releases captured on video. A 325(a) transfer that didn’t line up with reality. Dates that appeared before they officially existed. Letters moving through the system ahead of jurisdiction.

All of it was still live. All of it still pointed outward.

Then I was placed into a new container:

criminal defendant.

And the rules inside that container are different.

In that box, delay is normal. In that box, confusion is tolerated. In that box, persistence is reframed as hostility.

In that box, your property stops being property and becomes inventory. Your vehicle stops being a vehicle and becomes collateral. Your life stops being a life and becomes a matter.

And matters can be postponed forever.

Part III — The Meta Glasses: Proof That Walked Out of the Room

I can still feel it in my stomach.

Watching my own car being driven like it was stolen—by the people allegedly investigating whether it was stolen.

Burnouts. Aggressive acceleration. A reckless little joyride that would have been my felony if I’d done it, and their shrug because they did.

And the entire time, my Meta Ray-Bans were recording.

That was the miracle.

It was also the trap.

I had a witness sitting on my face.

Then the officer pulled over, leaned in, and removed the glasses from my head.

That moment is where the evidence stopped being mine.

It crossed an invisible border—into the place where things go missing.

You can call it incompetence. You can call it negligence.

But after enough “accidents,” the pattern starts looking less like chaos and more like architecture.

Part IV — The Preservation Letters: A System Warned in Writing

I didn’t just complain.

I didn’t just mention it in passing, hoping someone would do the right thing.

I documented.

I sent evidence preservation letters because I understood, very early on, what this phase of the operation looks like.

Certified mail. Tracking numbers. Return receipts. Language chosen carefully enough that no one could later pretend they didn’t understand what was being demanded of them.

Not vague requests. Not polite suggestions.

Specific instructions aimed at specific risks.

The Meta Ray-Bans. The SD card. The vehicle itself. Any onboard systems. Any logs generated by movement, custody, storage, or handling. Body camera footage. Surveillance footage. Tow records. Chain-of-custody documents. Records identifying who drove the vehicle, when, and under what authority.

This wasn’t paranoia. It was pattern recognition.

I had already watched a town treat a Supreme Court order like a suggestion instead of a command. I had already watched clerks instruct releases not to happen. I had already watched reality get bent through paperwork.

So I didn’t assume evidence would be respected simply because it should be.

The letters were my attempt to freeze the moment—to put a bright, unavoidable spotlight on the evidence before it slipped into that familiar bureaucratic fog where things don’t vanish, they merely become “unlocatable.”

They were also a warning.

A line in writing that said: you know this matters, and now I know that you know.

And still, time kept moving.

Not loudly.

Quietly.

Like a shredder behind a closed door.

Part V — Matt Tuohy: The First Attorney Who Never Arrived

You want the simplest, cleanest definition of being alone?

It’s hiring a lawyer for your arraignment and watching when he’s not the one standing next to you when your name is called.

That was Matt Tuohy.

No appearance at the arraignment. No call. No explanation that made sense.

Just absence.

Absence sounds passive, but in criminal court it’s an active force. It creates consequences immediately.

Because when an attorney fails to appear, the system doesn’t pause to investigate why. It doesn’t differentiate between neglect and intent. It simply keeps moving.

And what it produces is a warrant.

So suddenly, layered on top of everything else, I was dealing with a warrant that existed not because I failed to act, but because the person I paid to act didn’t show up.

Untangling that fell to me.

More time. More filings. More explanations.

All while the evidence clock continued to run.

I fired him.

But firing a lawyer doesn’t rewind the calendar.

It doesn’t give you back the first critical days after an arrest, when subpoenas actually work, when footage still exists, when logs haven’t been overwritten, when memory is still sharp enough to survive cross-examination.

I had already drafted subpoenas. I had already organized targets. I had already identified what needed to be locked down immediately.

None of it mattered.

Removing a non-functioning lawyer doesn’t fix the damage they caused. It just leaves you standing there holding broken time.

Part VI — The Retainer That Stayed Gone and the File That Never Moved

There’s a comforting myth people believe about lawyers.

It’s one of those civic fairy tales that keeps the whole system feeling tolerable:

that even when things go wrong, there are still basic rules everyone follows.

Fire a lawyer, and they hand over your file.

Fire a lawyer, and the retainer gets reconciled.

Fire a lawyer, and the relationship ends cleanly, professionally, like a transaction that simply didn’t work out.

That myth survives right up until the moment the file itself becomes leverage.

Because when the file matters—when it contains timelines, drafts, strategy, evidence maps, subpoena targets, preservation logic—then handing it over isn’t neutral anymore. It’s surrendering control.

My retainer wasn’t returned.

My file wasn’t turned over.

Not after the first request, which was polite.

Not after the second, which was firmer.

Not after the fifth, which cited obligations.

Not after the tenth, which put deadlines in writing.

Not after dozens.

Written demands.

Follow-ups.

Clear dates.

Clear expectations.

Each one more explicit than the last, as if clarity itself might force motion.

Instead, there was silence.

Not refusal.

Not explanation.

Not even a bad excuse.

Just absence again—weaponized this time.

Because holding the file isn’t passive. It actively shapes what happens next.

It decides what the next attorney sees first and what they never see at all.

It decides whether urgency arrives intact or diluted into “background context.”

It decides whether subpoenas feel obvious or optional.

It decides whether time-sensitive failures are framed as emergencies or ancient history.

Control the file, and you control the starting line.

And every restart costs time.

Time spent reconstructing work already done.

Time spent re-explaining patterns already identified.

Time spent re-establishing urgency that should never have been lost in the first place.

The system doesn’t call this obstruction.

It calls it a dispute.

A delay.

A misunderstanding.

But the effect is the same.

More free time is extracted from the calendar.

More evidence drifts closer to retention limits.

More momentum bleeds out of the case without a single overt act anyone can point to.

And once again, the asset being taken wasn’t money.

It was time

Part VII — The Subpoenas That Were Already Drafted — and Still Never Filed

This is the part that still makes me want to laugh and throw something at the same time.

Because nothing here failed due to ignorance.

The subpoenas were drafted.

Not imagined. Not half-formed. Drafted.

Targets identified.

Agencies named.

Time windows specified.

The motions were drafted too.

The legal basis laid out.

The relief requested spelled clearly enough that no one could claim confusion.

The preservation issues weren’t subtle.

They were flagged.

Highlighted.

Repeated.

The time sensitivity wasn’t whispered or implied. It was screamed into the record like a flare shot straight up into the night sky: this is perishable, this decays, this will not wait for comfort or scheduling.

And still—nothing was filed.

Not because it was complicated.

Not because it required novel law.

Not because the court was inaccessible.

Because filing would have required someone to behave as if urgency is real.

Instead, the case floated.

Not stalled. Not paused.

Floating is worse.

Floating looks calm from the outside. It creates the illusion of motion while guaranteeing none of the consequences that motion should trigger.

Days slipped into weeks.

Weeks softened into months.

And during that time, predictable things happened.

Digital footage aged out and was overwritten.

Logs rolled over under routine retention schedules.

Storage policies did exactly what they are designed to do when no one interrupts them.

Physical property was sold.

Personal property was destroyed or scattered.

Objects became “unrecoverable.”

Records became “incomplete.”

Not through drama.

Through policy.

And all the while, the story the system tells itself—and later tells others—is simple:

Why didn’t he move faster?

Why didn’t he preserve it?

Why didn’t he act?

As if I wasn’t the one pushing.

As if I wasn’t the one drafting.

As if I wasn’t the one warning, repeatedly, that the window was closing.

The inversion is almost elegant.

I did everything short of filing the papers myself while someone else held the authority to do it.

And when time finally did what time always does, the blame slid neatly back onto the person who had been begging for motion from the beginning.

Part VIII — Pro Se Standing and the “Help” I Didn’t Ask For

Eventually, I had standing to proceed pro se.

On paper, this is supposed to be the release valve.

The system’s acknowledgment that if no one will do the job, you’re allowed to do it yourself.

It should have been my escape hatch.

I wasn’t asking for special treatment.

I wasn’t asking for favors.

I was asking to act.

If subpoenas weren’t being filed, I would file them.

If motions weren’t being written, I would write them.

If evidence was decaying on a clock no one else seemed to hear ticking, I would move.

But the system doesn’t love a defendant who can read.

It tolerates confusion.

It tolerates passivity.

It even tolerates incompetence.

What it resists is initiative.

So instead of autonomy, I was offered the next compromise.

Replacement Legal Aid.

Not because I asked for it.

Because the system is more comfortable with representation than with self-direction.

She was young.

She was calm.

And she was, for the first time in the chain, recognizably human.

Not because she won anything.

Not because she pulled off miracles.

Because she spoke to me like I was a person whose life was being rearranged, not a file that needed to be processed.

She listened.

She acknowledged timelines.

She didn’t flinch when I talked about evidence or calendars or urgency.

For a brief moment, it felt like the machine had misfired and let something real through.

Then she had to relieve herself from the case.

Some conflict.

Some reason never fully explained in a way that made sense.

Nothing concrete enough to argue against, nothing transparent enough to trust.

Just another door closing.

Another reset.

Another pause inserted where motion should have been.

And once again, the explanation didn’t feel like truth.

It felt like process.

The kind of process that keeps moving without ever moving you forward.

Part IX — Timothy McNulty: The 18-B Cameo That Felt Like Sabotage

Then came the 18-B carousel.

That’s the only word for it: carousel.

People rotating in and out, never long enough to know where the ride started, never staying long enough to be accountable for where it ends.

Timothy McNulty appeared midstream.

He spoke on court dates he had no part in, mentioning an appearance on Friday for a case he wasn’t involved in. A case he hadn’t carried, like a substitute teacher reading from a lesson plan for a class he doesn’t teach.

The tone was surface-level competence.

Names pronounced correctly.

Dates approximated.

No sense of weight.

It felt less like representation and more like disruption.

Because every time a new attorney steps in cold, something important is lost.

Continuity.

The invisible thread that connects one court date to the next.

The memory of what was promised last time.

The instinctive “wait—this doesn’t line up with what you said before.”

Without that thread, the case becomes episodic.

Each appearance resets the frame.

Each reset costs leverage.

And leverage is the only thing a defendant ever really has.

Two days later, he relieved himself from the case.

The explanation offered was communication difficulty.

Which would have been funny if it weren’t my life.

Because months earlier—long before he ever appeared in court on my behalf—I had sent him a single email.

Not a rant.

Not a manifesto.

Not chaos.

Clear questions.

Direct questions.

Questions about evidence, timing, and strategy.

He never answered.

Not once.

Then suddenly, after speaking for me in court and stepping away almost immediately, the narrative flipped.

I was “difficult.”

I was “hard to communicate with.”

That’s the trick again.

When someone is drowning loudly enough to be heard, accuse them of being disruptive.

When someone keeps asking for continuity, frame it as conflict.

When someone documents too carefully, label them a problem.

It’s a clean inversion.

The person asking for answers becomes the obstacle.

The person creating gaps disappears cleanly.

And the carousel keeps spinning.

Part X — The New 18-B: Compromised Channels and the Evidence No One Will Touch

By this point, I stopped pretending the internet is safe.

Not in the abstract.

Not in the “nothing is secure” way people say casually.

In the practical sense that when your case involves evidence that embarrasses powerful people, words like lost and hacked stop being theoretical and start functioning as verbs.

Operational possibilities.

Not conspiracy.

Just risk assessment.

The new 18-B’s website didn’t inspire confidence it rerouted to a Texas hunting site 4mwhitetails.com Something the internet archives wayback machine would prove it had done since at least June 1st 2023.



His email attached to the same domain that rerouted to a site glorifying the killing of animals didn't either. This was worsened when he told me he had not received the email I sent him after I followed up several days later via text.

Nothing dramatic. Nothing that would make a headline.

Just enough wrongness to trigger the part of your brain that has already watched evidence evaporate once and refuses to let it happen again.

So I adjusted.

I didn’t complain.

I didn’t accuse.

I built FileSpark, a full fledged file management system built specifically for his accountability of the evidence file. Since not one previous attorney had viewed any of the materials I sent, this time I wanted verifiable accountability and proof of its access.

My own controlled delivery channel.

Logged.

Timestamped.

Auditable.

A clean chain of custody designed specifically to remove ambiguity.

A way to say, cleanly and without drama:

I sent it.

You received it.

Here’s when.

Here’s how.

Here’s what you accessed.

Here’s what you didn’t.

Here’s your signature on file confirming the download.

No guessing.

No “maybe it didn’t go through.”

No future argument about whether something was ever provided.

This wasn’t defiance.

It was diligence.

And then he refused to click the link. Said, he had been hacked before by links. I explained that I personally built the site, it resided on my own private server and gave personal assurances that it was safe to click. Then i offered another solution, to access it from a sandboxed environment. To visit a public machine like one at the library to click it if he was so concerned. The person whose website had been hacked a full 30 months before we met and now redirected to a hunting ranch in Texas. A fact he hadn’t even noticed it, was going to grandstand on computer security issues. Nevermind that I offered to fix the issue for him or that his google workspace email relay also contained the same date of change 06012023 in it.

Not “I can’t access it.”

 Not “I’m having technical issues.”

Just refusal.

Which is important, because refusal is different from difficulty.



Refusal is a choice.

And in practice, that choice has consequences.

Because since April 26th, I’ve had a criminal case where:

no meaningful motion has been filed

no subpoenas have been issued

discovery hasn’t been provided

evidence has continued to degrade, age out, or be destroyed

attorney after attorney has rotated through like a recurring dream you wake up from sweating

and none of them have actually reviewed the core evidence I’ve been trying to hand them like oxygen, the documents I fully drafted for them on May 1st 2025 to save them the work of doing it themselves.

Four lawyers.

Zero substantive review.

Months passing as if calendars are decorative instead of lethal.

And the system behaves as if this is normal.

As if refusal to look is neutral.

As if evidence only exists once someone chooses to acknowledge it.

But evidence doesn’t wait for comfort.

And truth doesn’t pause just because someone won’t open a link.

What’s happening here isn’t confusion.

It’s avoidance.

And avoidance, at this stage, is just delay wearing a clean shirt.

Part XI — The Corvette: A Beautiful Thing Fed Into the Machine

The Corvette was my defiance car.

Not status.

Not vanity.

Not some midlife crisis fantasy.

Defiance.

A refusal to let everything be reduced to loss.

A 2015 white coupe bought with eleven thousand miles and still barely twenty thousand miles on it—clean lines, clean interior, something still intact still fun in a life that had turned into smoke, filings, and court calendars. Something that reminded me I was still a person who existed outside of case numbers.

And they took it too.

Not with drama.

Not with confrontation.

Repossession.

Sale.

Clinical words that erase the violence underneath them.

My property was still inside when it was taken.

Laptops.

Clothes.

Personal items.

Critical material evidence.

Whole slices of my life that didn’t belong to the cops, didn’t belong to the bank, didn’t belong to the court, didn’t belong to anyone but me.

Sold anyway.

Not inventoried in any meaningful sense.

Not preserved.

Not safeguarded.

Just liquidated.

Then came the bill.

Ten thousand dollars.

An invoice for the experience of being erased.

That’s the moment when people who haven’t lived this blink, because it violates the myth they rely on to believe the system is fundamentally fair.

Surely the system would never take your car, discard your belongings, and then charge you for it.

Yes.

It would.

It did.

And it sent the receipt like this was all normal commerce instead of a controlled burn of someone’s remaining stability.

Part XII — The Civil Case: Still Unsettled, Still Holding My Life Hostage

Meanwhile, the civil case—the one that was supposed to matter most—still hangs unresolved.

My actual home.

My actual property.

The Supreme Court order that was supposed to stop the nightmare instead of extend it.

Nothing about it has returned me to baseline.

My home and my belongings are still not fully in my possession.

The RV has been accessed while in custody.

Damaged.

Altered.

The evidence pattern never changes, only repeats.

Delay.

Deny.

Obstruct.

Transfer.

Blur.

Discard.

Every stage adds just enough friction to exhaust you without ever fully closing the door.

And the consequences are brutally simple. 520 days and counting since the RV was taken on September 5th 2024.

I’m still homeless.

Still displaced.

Still running administrative laps around my own life.

Still chasing property that should never have been taken in the first place.

Still fighting geometry.

The rectangle was supposed to protect me.

Private property.

Clear boundaries.

A defined space where the law is supposed to operate exactly as written.

Instead, the rectangle became the trap.

Because the system doesn’t fear boundaries when it has uniforms and authority.

What it fears is documentation.

What it fears is light.

What it fears is someone who refuses to stop writing things down.

Part XIII — The Real Crime Scene

People hear the word evidence and picture sealed bags, gloves, and fluorescent lights.

They picture something static. Preserved. Frozen in time.

That’s not what evidence was in my world.

In my world, evidence was alive.

A living thing that needs to be fed.

Fed with filings.

Fed with subpoenas.

Fed with urgency.

Fed with someone who understands that calendars kill.

Without that, it starves.

And since April 26th 2025, the weapon hasn’t been the judge.

Or the jury.

Or even the cops.

It’s been the calendar.

Every day without a subpoena filed is one day closer to “retention policy.”

Every week without discovery is one week closer to “we can’t locate it.”

Every month without a motion is another month where someone can sell your car with your laptops inside and call it routine.

The cruelest part is how cleanly it all fits together.

The RV is taken.

The Supreme Court order is defied—eight times, on camera.

The case is rerouted under 325(a) into lanes too small for the size of the violations.

Dates are predicted before they exist.

Letters reach judges before jurisdiction does.

Clerks shout instructions not to release property.

Judges recuse.

And just as the pressure should start landing where it belongs—

I get arrested.

My evidence is removed from my face.

My lawyers rotate like a carousel.

Nothing gets filed.

My Corvette disappears.

My property disappears.

Critical material evidence disappears

And the story the system tells is that I’m confused.

That I can’t keep things straight.

But I can.

That’s the problem.

Because I didn’t forget.

I didn’t stop recording.

I didn’t stop writing.

And if time is their weapon, then mine is the record, refusing to let time erase what happened.

Because what happened wasn’t a mistake.

It was a method.

And methods leave patterns.

And patterns, eventually, leave a trail.




CHAPTER 9 — THE UNBROKEN RECORD

There is a moment when survival stops being reactive.

It does not feel heroic. It feels administrative.

That is when I started building the record — not as a diary, not as a complaint, but as something closer to a ledger. Dates. Times. Names. Numbers. Contradictions. Affidavits that disagreed with themselves. Notices that cited the wrong authority. Tickets that appeared late. Vehicles labeled one thing on one form and a different thing on the next.

Individually, each piece could be dismissed.

A mistake. A miscommunication. A clerical error.

Together, they formed something else.

I stopped asking why things were happening and started asking how often the same thing happened in the same way.

Because that is the trick.

If you can keep a person trapped inside single events, you can keep them trapped inside doubt.

You can keep them explaining.

You can keep them pleading.

You can keep them telling the story like it is an emotional experience instead of an evidentiary pattern.

And an emotional story is easy to kill.

It dies in a shrug. It dies in a tired smile. It dies in the little half-nod people do when they have decided you are “going through a lot” and they are going to be polite about it.

A pattern does not die that way.

A pattern forces people to look.

So I tracked patterns.

The refusal to put anything in writing.

The insistence on phone calls from blocked numbers.

The strategic absence of supervisors.

The way responsibility evaporated the moment accountability appeared.

The way the system uses the same handful of moves, over and over, because they work.

Delay.

Deflection.

Denial.

Distraction.

Divide the facts into smaller pieces until no one can see the shape.

And when someone finally does see it — when a judge signs something, when a court order exists, when the paper trail threatens to become real —

They do not argue the truth.

They argue the process.

They argue definitions.

They argue technicalities.

They argue language.

They argue what “access” means.

They argue what “returned” means.

They argue that “comply” can somehow mean “later,” and “later” can somehow mean “never.”

So I started pinning everything down.

Not vibes. Not outrage.

Anchors.

The kind that do not care what anyone “meant.”

The kind that do not budge when somebody tries to reframe the day.

The kind that survive a court file.

The civil case became one of those anchors.

Index No. 601503/2025.

Filed.

Stamped.

Real.

And the claim itself was simple enough to fit in one sentence, which is part of why it scared them:

Unlawful towing of my RV on September 5, 2024, while it was legally parked in a designated, paid campsite at Cathedral Pines.

That was the spine.

But the record is what gives the spine bone.

So I wrote it like a ledger.

The tow was not a rumor. It had identifiers.

The Town of Brookhaven Department of Public Safety Complaint 24-34932.

A TowReport that listed me as the registered owner.

It listed the vehicle as a motorhome recreational vehicle.

It said “road hazard.”

It said the license plate was suspended.

It identified the complainant as Suffolk County Park Ranger Shield #88, Sector Car #635.

It named the tow company: Hendrickson Emergency Service.

Tow Medallion #22-067.

It gave the tow date: September 5, 2024.

Then there was the invoice.

Hendrickson Emergency Service Invoice #83234.

Printed October 16, 2024.

A “Heavy Duty Tow.”

Date/Time: 9/5/2024 @ 7:47 PM.

Tow From: 116 Yaphank Middle Island Rd, Middle Island, NY 11953.

Requested TowTo: 550 N Ocean Ave, Patchogue, NY 11772.

Contact: Town Brookhaven Public Safety, (631) 451-6161.

Notes: CO#24-552645.

Charge: Heavy Duty Wrecker Per Hour — $450.00.

That is what I mean by anchors.

It is hard to gaslight an invoice.

It is hard to “misunderstanding” a TowReport.

It is hard to “clerical error” a date, a time, a phone number, a call number, a medallion, and a listed complainant.

And when the system cannot erase the act, it tries to erase the meaning.

It tries to turn a paid campsite into a public hazard.

It tries to turn “parked” into “abandoned.”

It tries to turn “designated campsite” into “roadway obstruction.”

It tries to convert a campground receipt into irrelevant trivia.

So the record included the counter-anchors too.

Receipts from Cathedral Pines Campground for 09/05/2024 through 09/09/2024.

Paid in full.

The kind of proof that makes “abandoned” look like performance.

And then the Town’s own paper added another anchor: their own code.

Brookhaven Town Code §66-16.

The part that says the towing party must send a letter with a fee schedule and redemption procedures within 24 hours via first-class mail.

The record said: no such notice.

Not then. Not later. Not at all.

And that is another pattern.

When the rule protects you, it becomes optional.

When the rule protects them, it becomes sacred.

The record also captured the way the “official story” mutates when it has to survive scrutiny.

On one side, my filings say: legally parked in a paid campsite.

On the other side, the Town’s motion says: inoperable and unregistered.

It says the Town had no role in declaring the vehicle a road hazard.

No role in directing the tow.

No role in towing it out of the park.

It points the finger at Suffolk County Police.

At Hendrickson.

It argues “necessary parties” were not named.

It leans on VTL 1224.

It leans on qualified immunity.

It leans on definitions.

It leans on the idea that if you can shift the blame sideways, you can escape the consequence vertically.

Even the money becomes a battlefield.

They argue heavy-duty tow classification.

They cite an 8-wheel motorhome and a registration weight of 12,073 pounds.

They cite a heavy-duty wrecker.

They cite a fee schedule that becomes “proof” if you never have to prove the tow was lawful in the first place.

Tow: $450.

Storage: $100/day.

And there it is again:

Not “Did we have the right to do this?”

But “If we did it, here is how much we are allowed to charge.”

Process over truth.

Accounting over harm.

Which is why I did my own accounting.

Not of dollars.

Of sequence.

Because the sequence is what scares them.

Here is what the sequence looked like once it was pinned down:

January 16, 2025: the civil case is filed (Index No. 601503/2025).

January 17, 2025: the fee waiver order is granted by Justice Christopher Modelewski. A “poor person” application granted is not a vibe. It is a judge saying: you are allowed to bring this without being priced out of the courthouse.

February 7, 2025: service is made on the Town Attorney’s office and the County Attorney’s office. Times logged. Papers listed. Proof of service. Not optional.

February 21–22, 2025: the County requests more time on the Order to Show Cause; I respond in writing, placing the delay itself on the record.

February 24–25, 2025: motions land. Arguments harden. The “official story” begins forming its defensive shell.

April 21, 2025: the court issues a CPLR 325(d) transfer order — a short form order signed by Justice Modelewski — transferring the action from Supreme Court to County Court to be continued as if originally commenced there. (Filed April 29, 2025.) That is a procedural move with a date and a signature, and it matters because it shows the case is alive, moving, real, not some rant into the void.

April 24, 2025: settlement conference.



April 25, 2025: Signed Order to show cause defied for the 5th time on video.

April 26, 2025: arrest.

Two days after a settlement conference.

About thirty-six hours after sitting in the gravity well of a courthouse.

That is the part the public understands instantly, even before they understand the law:

Cause.

Effect.

And it is why Chapter 9 is called what it is.

Because the record does not allow that timing to be treated like coincidence.

It forces it to exist.

Everything about April 26, 2025 got the same treatment.

It became ledgered.

Time: approximately 9:00 AM.

Place: Public Storage, 670 E. Jericho Turnpike, Huntington Station.

Department: Suffolk County Police Department, 2nd Precinct.

And the absurdity of the opening claim:

They rolled in with a stolen vehicle story.

Twenty-plus officers. Auto crimes. Detectives. A formation that makes sense if you are raiding something.

Not if you are “checking on a car.”

Their alleged basis was that my vehicle had a broken window.

A window I broke myself long before, after AAA failed to unlock my door and I had to get into my own vehicle. A broken window that had existed for over eighteen months.

And the record contains the part that kills the stolen-vehicle narrative cleanly:

This “stolen vehicle” claim had already been investigated and cleared months earlier.

January 20, 2025.

Officer Moses, 7th Precinct.

VIN verified. Ownership verified. Nothing stolen.

So when they showed up in April, it was not discovery.

It was resurrection.

A dead pretext brought back to life because pretexts are reusable.

And at first, it did not even feel like an arrest situation.

There was a weird calm in it.

We talked.

Some officers recognized me from unrelated, non-criminal interactions.

We chatted for almost forty-five minutes.

There was no probable cause because there was no crime.

No observed driving.

No traffic stop.

No impairment behavior.

No stolen vehicle report.

I was behind a locked gate, on private property, accessing my rented unit.

That is important because it destroys the “we saw him driving” myth at the root.

If I did not drive in their presence, then the story has to be invented after the fact.

And that is what happened.

When the stolen-vehicle angle failed, the encounter pivoted.

Tickets.

The bureaucratic cudgel.

Then the pivot again.

DUI.

It arrived without a reason.

Not because I stumbled.

Not because I slurred.

Not because I could not answer questions.

Because they needed a hook.

I told them a truth that should not have mattered the way they later pretended it mattered:

After I arrived, I lit a legally permitted cannabis blunt, took a couple hits, and put it out.

They said, quote, “we’re not concerned about that.”

Then they ran five or six field sobriety tests anyway.

I passed them.

Not barely.

Passed them like someone who is sober passes them, because I was.

And then they arrested me for DWAI–Drugs anyway.

And here is the kind of microscopic excuse that only shows up when someone is searching for a reason to justify a decision already made:

They claimed an “eye flutter” in the final second of the final test. A test that is not even recognized as an official DUI test nationally. The modified Romberg test.

A test where I was told to close my eyes and tip my head back.

And I did what any human being would do with twenty-plus armed people surrounding them: I peeked.

Not because I was intoxicated.

Because I was trying to survive a situation that had stopped making sense.

The record captured what they took during that.

Meta View Ray-Ban smart glasses.

Recording.

The refusal of consent for search.

Recording.

The scene.

Recording.

And then, mid-transport, the officer realized the glasses were recording and pulled over to remove them. You see me instruct him how to turn them off and he does.

That moment matters because it shows awareness.

It shows intent.

It shows the shift from “investigation” to “containment.”

I heard officers discussing whether they could erase the footage.

Asking how the glasses worked.

Asking if they were on.

If they were recording.



They weren’t until they turned them back on requiring the flip of a switch on the inner arm of the opened glasses and the covering of a sensor that knows if you’re wearing them. In this moment they took a picture and a video proving their manipulation of property and evidence they had no right to access no warrant to access no permission to access. Outing themselves in the intentional obstruction of justice, A FELONY OFFENSE, that follows the same story I would recount over and over with urgency to my carousel of attorneys before the glasses were returned months later in January of 2026 and now I had the proof.

In the footage you can see the inside of the precinct the times stamps tell the story you can see officers and badges.

The record also captured what they did with my vehicle after arrest.

At some point after, officers got into it and drove it.

Recklessly.

Burnout. Weaving. Speed.

The kind of behavior they would ticket me for in a heartbeat. Also captured on video and now I had the video proof of that in hand as well.

And I sat there in restraints watching it happen, knowing the truth that keeps repeating in my life:

If it is illegal for me, it is illegal for you.

Unless you are the one holding the power.

Then the story changes costumes again.

In custody, the record turned cold.

Over 35 hours detained.

Denied medical care, including my inhaler during an asthma attack. The same inhaler prescribed to me by a doctor while in their custody. The inhaler medication handed directly to the officers for me.

Denied a phone call.

Denied access to counsel.

Denied religious dietary needs (kosher vegan). Instead they kept putting hamburgers in front of me, one from McDonalds. Could that be the McDonalds they ordered from my own phone while I was in custody that I would later see an email receipt for; timestamped during the time I was still locked up in their custody.

Subjected to antisemitic remarks.

Cold conditions.

Excessive force.

Tight handcuffing that left numbness, discoloration, nerve pain. That they blamed me for moving while sitting chained to a desk in the precinct for 8 hours. The same handcuffs they put on me and neglected to double lock to prevent continual tightening. Don’t they receive training on how their equipment, everyday items they deal with, handcuffs work?

And then the detail that makes the whole modern world feel haunted:

While I was in custody, my Google account threw security alerts and showed unauthorized access attempts.

I had no phone. I still don’t have the phone it was in my car, they obviously removed it because it was accessed google records show this definitively timestamps cement the record. It still has not been returned to me.

No ability to log in.

No ability to trigger those attempts.

Which means either coincidence is doing gymnastics again, or somebody touched a device they had no warrant to touch.

So the record did what the record does:

It made it actionable.

Subpoenas drafted.

Public Storage surveillance footage requested.

Gate access logs requested.

Incident reports requested.

A subpoena to Google demanding login attempt records, authentication logs, device logs, IP addresses, device identifiers, security events for the window spanning the arrest.

Because the record is not just proof.

It is pressure.

It is how you force the world to take your reality seriously.

The criminal case record also became formal.

A motion to suppress.

CPL 710.20 invoked.

Fourth, Fifth, and Fourteenth Amendments invoked.

New York Constitution Article I, Section 12 invoked.

Because what I was building was not just a story.

It was a framework for truth to survive.

And then the “record” became what it always becomes when you refuse to let your life get rewritten:

A list.

An exhibit list.

A set of labeled pieces that can be handed to people who do not know me and do not care about my tone.

Exhibit A.

Exhibit B.

Exhibit C.

All the way down.

Public Safety documents.

Towing documents.

Summonses allegedly issued.

Communications logs.

Mailed notices.

Town resolutions.

Receipts paid in full.

USB video evidence.

A DMV driver abstract obtained showing no record of prior citations they claimed existed.

Screenshots of fee schedules and omissions.

Phone records showing who called whom and when — including blocked calls, and the absence of calls that a sworn affidavit claims happened.

Photos at impound showing missing “summonses under the wipers” that should have been physically present if they were ever there.

Video of improper lifting and dropping of the RV at the yard.

Patterns of mishandling on different dates.

That is what I mean when I say the record grew heavier than any single event.

It began to tell its own story, even when I said nothing.

A story where enforcement followed me across departments.

A story where statutes were cited selectively.

A story where remedies existed on paper but vanished in practice.

A story where court orders were treated like suggestions until ignoring them became too risky.

A story where, when the civil case started to move, the criminal case started to appear.

A story where, when I demanded access under court authority, the system tried to make me the one in cuffs.

People like to imagine evidence as a dramatic thing.

The smoking gun.

The perfect clip.

The one document that collapses the whole lie.

That is not how it works.

The system is designed to survive smoking guns.

It is designed to bury them in procedure and paperwork and patience.

What it cannot survive is coherence.

What it cannot survive is a consistent timeline.

What it cannot survive is a story that does not wobble.

That is why the record matters.

Because the record does not require anyone to like me.

It does not require anyone to believe I am “reasonable.”

It does not require anyone to accept my emotions.

It just requires them to look at the page and admit it exists.

And the first big lesson the record taught me was this:

They were not just taking things from me.

They were taking the ability to prove they took them.

They were not just harming me.

They were trying to make the harm look like entropy.

They wanted my life to feel like a storm.

Storms do not have perpetrators.

Storms do not have supervisors.

Storms do not have badge numbers.

Storms do not have medallion numbers.

Storms do not file motions.

Storms do not cite VTL 1224 and qualified immunity.

Storms do not sign CPLR 325(d) transfer orders.

They wanted “it’s complicated.”

They wanted “we’re looking into it.”

They wanted “we don’t have a record of that.”

They wanted me in a maze, forever.

So the record became my thread.

And I started weaving it through everything.

Because power hates timestamps.

Power hates being pinned to a moment.

Power hates being forced to stand still long enough for someone to photograph it.

Power loves fog.

Power loves “he said / he said.”

Power loves missing paperwork, missing footage, missing policies, missing names.

Power loves when the public cannot tell if a thing happened because nothing about it has edges.

So I gave everything edges.

I gave it time.

I gave it sequence.

I gave it anchors.

I gave it redundancy.

I gave it a backbone.

The fire erased my life once.

The system tried to erase it again.

This time, it failed.

Not because I was stronger than it.

But because I wrote everything down.

And once a story like this is fully told, the question is no longer whether it is true.

The question becomes who knew, and when.




CHAPTER 10 — AFTERMATH (FOR NOW)

There is a kind of ending that does not feel like an ending.

Not because nothing happened.

Because too much happened.

Because the thing you are up against is still moving, still maneuvering, still trying to turn time into a weapon.

Because closure is a luxury reserved for people who are not being actively rewritten.

So I am not going to pretend this is resolution.

This is the part where the story pauses on purpose.

Not because the story is over.

Because I refuse to lie to you and call uncertainty a conclusion.

The system wants an ending that looks like this:

He got tired.

He ran out of money.

He made a mistake.

He missed a deadline.

He took a plea.

He lost hope.

He stopped showing up.

He stopped writing.

He stopped being inconvenient.

It wants a quiet fade-out, because quiet is the easiest kind of disappearance.

That is why the record matters.

That is why this book exists.

Because if I do nothing else, I can at least make sure this stays loud.

I can at least make sure it stays shaped.

I can at least make sure it stays coherent enough that the world cannot pretend it never happened.

Here is what is true, in the simplest form I can give it.

There is a civil case.

It exists on paper, with an index number, with orders, with filings, with service, with deadlines, with motions, with a judge's signature on things that do not happen in fantasies.

It is not a Facebook rant.

It is not a rumor.

It is a case.

And it is about a tow that never should have happened, a vehicle that was not abandoned, and a chain of consequences that did not stop at the gate of an impound yard.

There is also a criminal case.

It exists too.

It did not start with a traffic stop.

It did not start with observed driving.

It did not start with public safety.

It started in the shadow of a civil dispute that was becoming difficult to ignore.

It started after the moment I pushed for enforcement.

It started after the moment I refused to be contained by "not today."

And if you have read this far, you already understand what that timing implies.

I am not asking you to take my word for anything.

I am asking you to understand what it means when systems create consequences that conveniently interrupt accountability.

That is the architecture.

The rest is just details.

So let me tell you what this moment feels like.

It feels like living inside a hinge.

One side of the hinge is the life I was trying to rebuild.

The other side is the machine that keeps finding new ways to snap it shut.

On one side, there are normal human goals.

Stability.

Work.

A home that does not move every time a department decides to perform dominance.

A future that does not depend on whether someone in a uniform wakes up in a mood.

On the other side, there is the reality of being forced to become your own archivist, your own investigator, your own paralegal, your own press office, your own evidence technician, your own witness coordinator.

Not because I wanted that life.

Because the alternative is disappearance by attrition.

This is what most people do not see.

They think injustice is one event.

A bad arrest.

A wrongful tow.

A corrupt decision.

But that is not how it survives.

It survives in the aftermath.

It survives in the way the system makes the repair harder than the harm.

It survives by turning the victim into a full-time administrator of their own survival.

It survives by exhausting you until you start negotiating with your own dignity.

And in that sense, the aftermath is the real crime scene.

Because the aftermath is where evidence vanishes.

The aftermath is where deadlines quietly pass.

The aftermath is where attorneys rotate through and nobody touches the core footage.

The aftermath is where paper claims become "we have no record of that."

The aftermath is where your property becomes "disposed" while you are still writing certified letters telling them not to touch it.

The aftermath is where the story gets rewritten.

So this chapter is not going to give you the clean little movie ending.

It is going to give you the honest ending that exists right now.

The ending where I am still here.

The ending where the record is still unbroken.

The ending where I am still pushing forward even when the system tries to make forward feel impossible.

If you want the fork, here it is.

Not two fantasies.

Two realities the system always offers.

Path One: Accountability.

The civil case reaches a point where denials stop working.

Where the record forces a settlement or a decision that reflects what actually happened.

Where damages are not theoretical.

Where the harm is acknowledged in numbers and signatures.

Where the vehicle and the property are treated like evidence and returned intact.

Where the criminal case collapses under its own lack of lawful foundation.

Where the retaliation cannot survive daylight.

In that version, I get to rebuild. Not perfectly, not magically, but honestly.

In that version, the story is still ugly, but it has a line where the machine fails to swallow the person.

Path Two: Attrition.

The system does not have to "win" on the facts.

It just has to outlast you.

It just has to keep moving the target.

It just has to keep multiplying paperwork and costs and appearances and delays until you cannot afford to be right.

It maneuvers you into legal exhaustion.

It maneuvers you into a single mistake.

It maneuvers you into a deadline you miss because you were trying to survive the week.

It maneuvers you into an offer that feels like surrender but is sold as "practical."

It maneuvers you into silence.

In that version, the story does not end with a bang.

It ends with a slow erasure.

And the part nobody wants to admit out loud is this:

Path Two is not accidental.

It is the design.

That is why the record has to stay unbroken.

Because the record is the one thing that does not require permission.

It does not require the right supervisor.

It does not require the right mood.

It does not require someone to "do the right thing."

It just requires you to keep capturing reality faster than they can rewrite it.

That is what this book is.

It is not a verdict.

It is a preservation letter to the public.

It is evidence stored outside the building.

It is a refusal to let my life become a footnote in someone else's paperwork.

And there is one more reason I am ending it here, in the open, without pretending to know the final outcome.

Because if I wait for a clean ending, I lose the only advantage people like me ever get.

Attention.

Daylight.

Witnesses.

Pressure.

The system counts on the fact that most stories do not get told until it is too late to matter.

I am not giving them that.

I am telling it while it is still alive.

While it can still affect outcomes.

While the people involved can still feel eyes on them.

While the record can still force behavior.

This is also why the documentary exists in my mind.

Because the documentary is the visual form of the same thing.

The unbroken record, but with timestamps that speak in pixels.

With audio you cannot argue with.

With clips that show the gap between what was claimed and what was done.

With the human cost visible, not just described.

So yes, this book is unfinished in the way reality is unfinished.

But it is complete in the way a marker is complete.

It says: as of this moment, this is what happened.

It says: as of this moment, the record exists.

It says: as of this moment, the story cannot be buried quietly.

There will be a second edition.

Not because I am chasing perfection.

Because the story deserves its real ending when the world finally shows its hand.

When the civil case resolves.

When the criminal case resolves.

When the aftermath becomes history instead of weather.

Until then, this is the closing I can honestly give you:

I am still here.

They did not get the quiet fade-out.

They did not get the maze with no exit.

They did not get to turn my life into fog.

They got a record.

Unbroken.

And now you have it too.




CODA: FLASH

People think the title is about speed.

They hear it and they picture a blink.

A sudden change.

A fast return.

But what I learned is this:

“Back in a Flash” isn’t always about time.

Sometimes it’s about memory.

Sometimes it’s about what the mind does when the world becomes unbearable — how it yanks you backward, instantly, into the last moment things felt right.

I can be standing in a courtroom hallway, fluorescent lights buzzing overhead, holding a folder thick enough to qualify as a weapon, and then —

I’m back.

Not metaphorically.

Viscerally.

Back in the kitchen.

Back in the hallway.

Back in that ordinary life I didn’t understand I was living until it was gone.

And in that life, he’s there.

Flash.

Not a symbol.

Not a mascot.

Not a plot device.

A dog.

A living heartbeat.

A presence so constant it becomes invisible — until it’s ripped out and the world is permanently shaped around the hole.

That’s the part nobody understands until they lose something that doesn’t come back.

People hear “fire” and they think about the things.

The couch. The clothes. The photos. The documents. The devices.

They do not understand that the worst theft is not the property.

It’s the future you were still living in.

Because the day after the fire, you don’t just lose what you owned.

You lose what was about to happen.

You lose the next morning.

You lose the normal.

You lose the timeline where you kept him safe.

The day after the fire, I dug two holes in the yard next to the waterfall.

There were no bodies yet. There wasn’t even certainty. Just smoke, ash, heat-stained air, and the sickening possibility that I already knew what I was going to find.

But he deserved the process.

So I gave him the process anyway.

I dug through rocky soil by hand until my palms hurt and my arms shook. I dug while crying so hard I could barely see the shovel blade. I dug like the act itself was a promise: if I find you, you won’t be discarded. You won’t be treated like debris. You’ll be laid down with dignity. You’ll be honored the way you lived.

Two holes. One for Flash. One for Kiki.

Because I couldn’t bear the idea of being unprepared.

Because the part of me that still believed in miracles needed space for one.

And then came the long, brutal middle that no one wants to picture.

Years of searching through what was left.

Not one neat excavation. Not one clean discovery.

Just rubble and soot and the slow torture of turning over remnants of your own life while you keep asking the same question the universe refuses to answer.

I searched for almost two years.

And then I found what I couldn’t identify any other way.

Not with certainty. Not with comfort. Not with the kind of clarity you can explain to someone who hasn’t lived inside a loss like this.

But I knew.

I knew in the way you know when you’re past bargaining and past denial and all that’s left is the awful, quiet click of recognition.

So I sealed it into a coffin.

Mahogany. Built by hand.

Not because I wanted something dramatic. Because I needed something true. Something that didn’t flinch. Something that said: this mattered. This life mattered. This love mattered.

I carved the Flash symbol into the cover and painted it permanent.

Not decorative.

Permanent.

Because that’s what he was.

And for almost five years now, that coffin has been waiting with me.

Not laid to rest.

Not because I can’t let go.

Because I don’t have a place to put him where I know he’ll stay.

I don’t have ground the system can’t reach.

I don’t have a home that can’t be taken.

I don’t have the one simple thing that makes grief complete: a place to return to.

That’s the part that makes the victory feel complicated.

Because if the story ends with me getting my life back, people want to call it justice.

They want to call it closure.

But the truth is this:

The world can give back the money.

It can give back the property.

It can even, if it’s forced hard enough, admit it was wrong.

But it cannot give back a dog.

Not the one you raised.

Not the one who knew your voice as home.

Not the one who would’ve been there through every chapter of the rebuild if the fire hadn’t stolen the right to keep going.

So when I talk about restoration, I mean it in the only honest way.

I mean bringing back what can be brought back.

I mean refusing to let the machine keep what it took simply because it’s exhausting to fight.

I mean forcing the record to exist until the world either corrects itself or reveals, permanently, that it won’t.

But I also mean something quieter.

I mean refusing to let Flash become “the sad part” in a story about lawsuits.

He was the beginning of the life I was living.

So he gets to be the ending too.

Because if I ever make it all the way back — back to a home that stays put, back to the life that should have been, back to the version of me that isn’t always braced for impact —

I will still be carrying one absence that never gets repaired.

And maybe that’s the real definition of surviving.

Not “moving on.”

Not “getting over it.”

Just building something that can hold the weight of what will never be returned.

There are nights when I can feel him like a phantom limb.

I hear nails on the floor that aren’t there.

I reach for a presence my body still expects.

And in that instant, I am back.

Back in a Flash.

And if that’s cruel, it’s also proof of something I refuse to let the system take from me:

Love leaves a record too.

Not on paper.

Not in court.

But in the shape of your mind.

In the way a single thought can collapse five years into one second.

In the way you can be dragged through bureaucracy and cruelty and attrition and still — somehow — remember exactly what you were fighting to protect in the first place.

The cruelty isn’t only that I lost him.

It’s that I’ve been denied the right to finish saying goodbye.

The system keeps taking my home and calling it procedure. Keeps forcing me into homelessness and calling it policy. Keeps blocking the road forward and calling it public safety. Keeps making me fight for what is already mine — for what I clawed back through ash and unmeasurable loss — and then acting surprised that I’m exhausted.

All I want is permission to leave with my things.

To go.

To find a place to call home.

To lay him to rest near me forever.

To stand there and finally say goodbye the right way.

They can take years.

They can take property.

They can try to bury it in process until you forget what you were even fighting for.

They don’t get to take the record.

And they don’t get to take him twice.

Everything came back.

Everything except Flash.

…Back in a Flash — A True Story of Matthew Sparkles

02-06-2026
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	Exhibit 1 — Email/letter from Suffolk County Parks (Captain Christopher Corsino) concerning the RV incident and Internal Affairs.
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	Exhibit 3 — Summons issued by Suffolk County Parks (Incident-related citation) — Version B.
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	Exhibit 5 — Screenshot showing dealer plate information recorded at campground registration.


	Exhibit 6 — Notice of Claim to the Town of Brookhaven (notice document).


	Exhibit 7 — Confirmation/receipt of Notice of Claim online submission and acknowledgement.


	Exhibit 8 — Brookhaven towing fee schedule / maximum allowed towing and storage charges.


	Exhibit 9 — Brookhaven abandoned vehicle rules/policy (Town guidance screenshot).
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	Exhibit 14 — The Rectangle (blueprint/layout image).
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	Exhibit 16 — Road hazard label/photo — 2.
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Description Cathedral Pines Site 55
from 09/04/2024 at
4:00 pm to 09/08/2024
at 12:00 pm

Questions for Cathedral Pines Site 55 ... [X]

Questions

Camping Unit Type (NOTE: Tents Not
Permitted, November 15th - March 31st):
RV/Motorhome

Total Adult Site Occupancy (MAX 4 Adults or
1 Family Unit per site) 1

Total Child Site Occupancy (Under 17) 0
Number of Animals (2 MAX) 0

Vehicle 1 Plate # (Tow Vehicle):

Vehicle 2 Plate #:

Trailer Plate #: D27665C

Contact Phone # While Staying with Us
(631)767-7236

Person Matthew

Date Range 09/05/2024
-09/05/2027

Status Active

Location

Paid $30.00

Balance $0.00

Item Details
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Mr. Ruderman called a third time and indicated that he had a license plate on the vehicle
from a car dealer in Connecticut, that the plates were legal and that he would not return to the
park. He then hung up. After his third call, I contacted the dispatcher at Brookhaven Public
Safety/Code Enforcement. She then dispatched code enforcement officers from Brookhaven
Town to come to Cathedral Pines Park along with a tow truck from an outside contractor.

I drew a Central Complaint number from the Suffolk County Police Department for this
incident. I met the code enforcement officers from Brookhaven Town as well as the tow truck
operator at the campsite when they arrived. I also issued three Summonses - one for the expired
inspection sticker, one for the failure to display a rear license plate and one for a vehicle parked
in a County park while unregistered. I left them under the windshield wiper of the motor home.

I took two additional photos depicting the motor home as it was being removed from the
campsite by the tow truck. I reviewed the photos on my cell phone and determined that they were
taken at 8:23 pm. I then left the campsite as well as Cathedral Pines Park to resume my routine
patrol. I have had no further contact either with Mr. Ruderman or the motor home since the time
it was towed from Cathedral Pines Park on the evening of September 5, 2024.

I have provided the five photos I took at Cathedral Pines Park on September 5, 2024 to
County Attorney, Diana Bishop. Diana Bishop has advised me that the photos are being

submitted to the Court along with the County’s response to the motion by Mr. Ruderman.

Sworn to before me thiszyday
of February, 2025. ——
M, . ESA M. ANDERSON i
Q. — Iy / PUBLIC, STATE OF NEW YOR'{
NOTARY PUBLIC i iration No.01AN6232547 |
STATE OF NEW YORK Qualified in SUFFOLK County
l Commission Expires JANUARY 19, 2(

b et
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1 NOTICE OF CLAIM TO:

2 Town of BrookhavenISuﬂ'olk County Parks Department

3 FROM: Matthew D. Ruderman

4 11 Stevens Place,

5 Huntington Station, NY 11746

¢ DATE: DE&&[QK_Q_ 2024 | 1/0 ! ,/ou/

i

s NATURE OF CLAIM: Unlawful towing of claimant’s RV on September 5, 2024, while it was
9 legally parked in a designated, paid campsite at Cathedral Pines Campground. This caused

10 financial losses, property damage, emotional distress, and loss of habitation. Unlakol AM’RL 3
acery ts Vebwl( andrmaml ()“f’e"‘/‘ canfaintl Fetoin on Sgplentee 1T dosbt
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12 RELIEF SOUGHT:

11

13 Claimant demands damages of $450,000 and immediate return of the RV, including all contents,
14 without fees or penalties.

15

16 LOCATION OF INCIDENT:

17 Cathedral Pines Campground, Town of Brookhaven, New York.

18 Town o ‘31’”& ‘V&(q VCL'MQ' ( dqw\ g\ﬁ N U‘H" 065"’" AL{ 8\/6}'05 (fe/ JU,V
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From: listserv@civicplus.com

Subject: Online Form Submittal: Contact the Law Department
Date: October 22, 2024 at 2:12:58 PM

To: Mattysparkles@icloud.com

Contact the Law Department

[TownSeal Contact Law Department
Please use the interactive online form below if you would like to contact the Town

of Brookhaven Law Department.

First Name Matthew )

Last Name Ruderman 7
Phone Number 6315366031 B

Email Address Mattysparkles@ivioud.com n

Address 11 Stevens pl

ciy Hunington staon o
State NY 7

Zip C{;de 11746 B

Message Subject: Formal Notice of Lawsuit and Property Protection

To Whom It May Concem,

This letter serves as formal notification, in accordance with my pre-
vious communications, that | am initiating legal action against the
Town of Brookhaven. The handling of my property, specifically the
unlawful impoundment of my RV, has involved violations of several
statutes, including but not limited to NYS VTL 511-b.

This is the second time | am formally notifying the Town of
Brookhaven of my intent to sue. | must emphasize that any destruc-
tion, auction, or damage to my property will be considered felony
obstruction. Should any such actions take place, | will pursue fur-
ther legal remedies, including additional lawsuits, to address these
violations.

| expect immediate action to preserve and protect my property from
any further harm or unauthorized actions.
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SUPREME COURT OF THE STATE OF NEW YORK

COUNTY OF SUFFOLK
MATTHEW D, RUDERMAN, AFFIDAVIT
Plaintiff(s), Index No.: 601503/2025
-against-

TOWN OF BROOKHAVEN and SUFFOLK COUNTY
PARKS DEPARTMENT,

Defendant(s).

S S s e e S s s e

STATE OF NEW YORK )
COUNTY OF SUFFOLK)
SERGEANT JEFFREY CAMPO, being duly sworn, deposes and says:

I am currently a park ranger employed by the Suffolk County Parks Department. I hold
the rank of sergeant. I work directly for the Suffolk County Parks Commissioner and the Suffolk
County Director of Parks Security. I am the senior sworn officer within the Suffolk County Parks
Department.

Pursuant to Suffolk County Parks Rules and Regulations, which are published online at

hups:/suffolkeountyny.gov/Departments/Parks/Permits-and-Forms/Rules-and-

Regulations/Campground-Rules-and-Regulations, all vehicles at campsites within Suffolk

County Parks and Campgrounds must have proof of valid registration and inspection.

1 became aware of the motor home owned by Matthew Ruderman in Cathedral Pines
County Park at approximately 6:45 pm on September 5, 2024. I was on routine patrol in zone 2
for the Suffolk County Parks Department. Zone 2 encompasses all of the County parks and
campgrounds in Brookhaven Town. While patrolling in Cathedral Pines Park that day, I passed

the campsite where the motor home owned by Matthew Ruderman was located. I pulled up
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Town of Brookhaven
Long Island, New York

Department of General Services
Division of Abandoned Vehicles
Lisa Keys, Commissioner

Date: 9112024
Description: 1992 CHEVROLETRYV
Vin#: 1GBKPITNINSIGETT
Impound #: 24-215
Date of Impound:  9/5/2024

To Whom It May Concern:

The above-described vehicle has been impounded and is located at the Town
of Brookhaven [mpound Yard. The owner or lienholder may claim this
vehicle or obtain additional information concerning this matter by calling

(631) 451-6562 with the impound number.

¢ ITEMS MARKED APPLY TO THIS VEHICLE

Abandoned Vehicle D ATV Impound
Road Hazard [] Scooter/Go Kart Impound
[ vatid Plates [J]  Summons(es) Issued

D Switched Plates

*  TO CLAIM VEHICLE:

You must show proof of ownership (Title and/or valid Registration and
acceptable I[dentification). You must show a valid license and current
insurance card if you are driving the vehicle out or, if towing, tow truck
must have a Town of Brookhaven Medallion. Remit fees for towing and
storage (cash only in the exact amount)

¢ TOSIGN OVER VEHICLE
() Sign and return the attached Page Two. Attach title if available.
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Town of Brookhaven g%/ﬂé/J_ u
Long Island

Kevin J. LaValle, Town Clerk ’,‘y]([@f éO/ 6/65 io’z‘)f

December 9. 2024

Matthew Ruderman

11 Stevens Place

Huntington Station, NY 11746

Notice of Claim No. 249-2024
D/I: 09/05/2024

Dear Mr. Ruderman,

ived. via certified
ded to the Town

On December 9, 2024, the Town Clerk of the Town of Brookhaven ¢
mail. correspondence regarding this claim. The same has been forw
Attorney’s Office for their review and response.

Please be advised that any further questions regarding this Notice of Claim should be
directed to the Town Attorney’s office at 631-451-6500.

Sincerely,

Kevin J. LaValle
Brookhaven Town Clerk

KIL:ls

Office of the Town Clerk
One Independence Hill o Farmingville  NY 11738 » Phone (631) 451-9101 » Fax (631) 451-9264
www.brookhavenny.gov i
General Information: (631) 451-TOWN
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NYSCEF DOC. NO. 36 RECEIVED NYSCEF:

behind it. The rear license plate was missing. I got out to compare the registration sticker to the
license plate. I walked around the vehicle to see if anyone was inside or at the campsite. [
Kknocked on the door several times. No one responded. I walked to the front of the motor home. 1
observed a registration sticker on the windshield and an inspection sticker which expired in
2015. The license plate did not match the license plate number indicated on the registration.

I took three photos depicting the motor home at the campsite that day when [ first saw it
during my routine patrol. The condition of the vehicle was very poor. The passenger front
windshield was smashed and broken. The right side of the front fender was being held together
with duct tape. The window in the front driver’s side door was open. The window immediately
behind the driver’s side door had a screen in it. The next or second window behind the driver’s
side door was open. The rear window on the driver’s side of the vehicle had the flaps open. The
window in the passenger side door was also open.

‘While T was at the campsite, I contacted Suffolk County Police Department Dispatch and
provided them with the information indicated on the NYS registration sticker affixed to the
windshield of the vehicle. Dispatch reviewed the DMV records for the vehicle. Dispatch advised
me that the registration for the vehicle was suspended.

I then proceeded to the Parks Department office to obtain contact information for the
owner of the motor home, Matthew Ruderman. I called Mr. Ruderman. I indicated firmly but
politely that he needed to return to the park because the vehicle could not remain in the park with
a suspended registration. Mr. Ruderman indicated that he was at a distance from the park and
was unable to return in a short period of time, but he said he would try. He then called me back

to advise me he was in Queens and he was on his way but it could take some time.

03/03/2025
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GLOBAL SALES RECEIPT
Cathedral Pines County Park
Middie Isiand Yaphank Road
Middle siand NY 11953
Phone: (631)852-5500

Clerk: 0588
Date: 09/05/2024 @ 9:38 am
H/H: Matthew Ruderman

HIH #: 244205
Matthew Ruderman
Descriptior Ext Price
New Pass Rogistration 30.00
Resident Green Key

Pass: 330168 (GKResident)
From 09/05/2024 - 09/05/2027

Description Ext Prico
Rental Reser ion s X
Item: CATO55

Cathedral Pines Site 55 Qty: 1

00/04/24@ 4:00 pr to 09/08/24@ 12:00 pm

Rental Status: Checked In
Rental Days:
Reserv. Number: 718609
Access Tickets:187076 (Pin: ECXJIP)

Total New Fees 113.00

Total Due 113.00
Total Fees Paid 113.00
Total Paid 13.00
Household Balance Information

Overall Balance Due 000
Payment applied to receipt balance 113.00
Payment applied to service fee 338

Payment of: 116.38 Made By:MASTERCARD
Auth: 083800 Card#: x0000000000X7804

A Service Fee has been applied to this
transaction.

**There s a convenience fee of 2.99% for
creditdebit transactions, which s charged by
the processing bank."

++2 NO REFUNDS *****

Please KEEP YOUR RECEIPT,

as you may be asked to show it at any time.
** NO REENTRY FOR PARKING ***

“Any garbage or persanal belongings leftin a
resarved space aftor dapartura from a park
may resultin a fee

charged to the reservation or permit holder. *

Suffolk County Department of Parks
Post Office Box 144

West Sayville, NY 11796-0144
(631) 854-4949
www.SuffolkCountyNY.gov/Parks

Receipt # 5117890
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From: Corsino, Christopher Christopher.Corsino@suffolkcountyny.gov

Subject: Re: “Urgent: Formal Complaint Regarding lllegal Towing of Motorhome and Immediate
Request for Resolution”

Date: September 9, 2024 at 2:23:20 PM
To: Matty Sparkles mattysparkles@icloud.com

Sir,

My investigator has determined that your issue lies with the Suffolk County Parks Police. As such, we have
contacted the Parks Police and they will reach out to you directly concerning your issue.

Regards,

Captain Christopher Corsino
Internal Affairs Bureau
631-852-6319

Fax 631-775-2066

From: Matty Sparkles <mattysparkles@icloud.com>

Sent: Sunday, September 8, 2024 8:55 AM

To: Corsino, Christopher <Christopher.Corsino@suffolkcountyny.gov>

Subject: Re: “Urgent: Formal Complaint Regarding lllegal Towing of Motorhome and Immediate Request for Resolution”

Thank you,how long will the process take? I've yet to hear from anyone and I've been left homeless
out in the cold and rain my property is being destroyed in the rain and | am under threat of severe
illness from exposure to the elements I'm freezina at the moment and need to be able to access mv
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